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He weaves, and is clothed with derision ; 
Sows, and he shall not reap ; 
His life is a watch or a vision 
Between a sleep and a sleep. 
SwINBURNE. 


Ἱστὸν ἄρ᾽ οὗτος ὕφαινε: γέλως κατέβη τοι ἀφ᾽ ἱστοῦ 
, x ‘6 fee x ” 
μυρίος. ἔσπειρεν" λήϊον ἄλλος ἔχει. 
μὴ βίοτον λέγε τοῦτ᾽" ὄναρ, οὐ βίος, ὧγαθέ, τοῦτο, 
βαιὰ δ᾽ ἀγρυπνήσαντ᾽ αὖθις ἐκοίμισ᾽ ὕπνος. 
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PREFACE 


At a time when we hear much of the folly and futility 
of translating into Latin and Greek verse, it behoves 
every lover of the art to bear witness to the profit and 
pleasure he has derived from it. 

This can be done by the rank and file, as well as by 
the κορυφαῖο. And it is with some such thought as this 
that I venture to publish my collection. Many of the 
happiest hours of my life have been spent in writing 
Latin and Greek verse : and if to read these versions gives 
even a few scholars a tithe of the pleasure it has given 
me to make them, and stimulates two or three tyros to 
continue their efforts, I shall be more than content. 

I have called my renderings ‘ Tentamina’ advisedly, 
for no one can be more fully conscious than myself that 
several of them are not, in the strict sense of ‘the word, 
translations at all. It is conceivable that an adequate 
rendering of such pieces as, for instance, Tennyson’s 
Revenge or Walt Whitman’s Euthanasia is impossible. 
It may nevertheless be worth while to attempt (and even 
to read) a version; and 


‘The rapture of pursuing 
Is the prize the vanquished gain.’ 


ὙΠ PREFACE 


My sincerest thanks are due to Mr. A. D. Godley, 
Fellow and Tutor of Magdalen College, Oxford, who has 
done me the signal kindness of going through the whole 
collection in MS., and has given me the benefit of his 
valuable advice on many doubtful points. 

I wish also to express my gratitude to my former col- 
leagues at Canterbury, the Rev. L. H. Evans and 
Mr. J. R. Edmonds, for kind assistance and suggestive 
criticism, and to Mr. H. J. W. Garrod, of Balliol College, 
for generous help in the somewhat irksome task of cor- 
recting proof-sheets. 


Ὁ. 5. 


EASTBOURNE, 
3rd January, 1900. 


POSTSCRIPTUM 


Tue Translator desires to thank Mr. Wilfred Blunt 
for permission to reprint his sonnet on Gibraltar; 
Messrs. Macmillan & Co. for permission to print extracts 
from the works of Lord Tennyson, Matthew Arnold, 
Edward Fitzgerald, and the Hon. John Fortescue; the 
Hymns Ancient and Modern Committee for similar per- 
mission with regard to certain hymns taken from their 
collection; Mr. John Lane, for poems by Mr. William 
Watson and Mr. Richard Le Gallienne; Messrs. Wm. 
Blackwood & Sons, for poems by Professor Aytoun and 
Philip Worsley; Messrs. Chatto & Windus, for lines 
by Mr. Swinburne, R. L. Stevenson, and Doctor George 
Macdonald; Messrs. Smith Elder & Co, for J. A. 
Symonds’ translation of one of Michael Angelo’s sonnets; 
Walter Scott, Limited, for lines by Walt Whitman, and 
a translation from Uhland; Mr. Cockerell and Mr. F. 8. 
Ellis, acting as literary executors for William Morris, 
for an extract from The Earthly Paradise; and the 
Delegates of the Clarendon Press for leave to include 
in his rendering of the whole of The Revenge a version 
of some forty-five lines already published in the Nova 
Anthologia Oxoniensis. 


CONTENTS 


PREFACE ὃ ἢ 


POSTSCRIPTUM 


DEpIcaTtoRY SONNET . : 
THe FueitTivE IDEAL . 


OpE on A GRECIAN URN 


THe Sone oF THE Peat STREAM. 


TiITHONUS P ᾿ ᾿ τ 
Sone . , Α Ἷ : 
Wotsry’s FAREWELL . 5 


From TRIstRAM AND ISEULT 
To my Love. , 

From TIREsrIas 

(ENONE . 

From Intap, xxii 

THE MinstreL Boy 

NieuT . Α 4 ; . 
Lost 1s THE Lost 

To Viren 


LINES WRITTEN THE NIGHT BEFORE HIS DEATH 


Keats . Ξ . 
William Watson 
Keats . 

Hon. John Fortescue 
Tennyson ν᾿ x 
Percival Frost 
Shakespeare . 
Matihew Arnold 
Drayton 

Tennyson 

W. E. Aytoun 


Tom Moore 

The Phenix’ Nest . 
Tennyson . 

Sir Walter Raleigh . 


Love DIvinE ¢ 

THe REVENGE 

From Str GALAHAD 

From Doctor Faustus ; ζ ; ‘ 
GIBRALTAR 

From Marmion 

SNOWDROPS 

DEATH AS A FRIEND 

ΟΡ Sone . F 4 ; 3 
From THE Hoty Grain : 

Tue Dyrne CHRISTIAN TO HIS SoUL 
JAEL . . ; 4 : : : 
Scots, WHA HAE wi’ WALLACE BLED . 


From MiIcHAruL 


PHILLIS : ‘ Ε 5 Ε ἢ 
WuHom THE GoDS LOVE , . 3 y 
Hymn . é : Ξ ὶ Ἢ 


SONNET COMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE 


REGRET 3 3 ᾿ ᾿ : ; Ξ 
To THE NIGHTINGALE . : ς F Ps 
DispDAIN é 7 ᾿ : : ὃ 5 
From CuinpE ΠΟΙΑΝΡ. ; ‘ . 2 
From LAaopAMIA ; ς é ᾿ " 


THe AMULET OF LOVE 

From THE CENCI . 5 ; μ : Σ 
Hymn . ; 5 i Ἶ ; : 2 
CoMFORT YE, COMFORT YE 

From Jos . ᾿ ‘ 


No MAN LIVETH TO HIMSELF ALONE 
REMEMBRANCE ‘ Ξ " F Ἵ F 
From THE PRINCESS . : : ᾿ ᾿ 


PAGE 

C. Wesley . - 46 
Tennyson - 48 
Tennyson . 60 
Christopher Marlowe 62 
W. 8. Blunt . 64 
Sir Walter Scott 66 
P. S. Worsley 68 
Walt Whitman . 70 
; . 92 
Tennyson 74 
Pope . 3 reuey 
Judges v. 26-31 78 
Burns . 2 - 80 
Wordsworth . - 82 
Sir C. Sedley . - 84 
Wordsworth . - 84 
Harriet Auber . 86 
Wordsworth . . 88 
Richard Le Gallienne 88 
Milton . . go 
T. Campion . . go 
Robert Browning 92 
Wordsworth . - 94 
Michael Angelo . 94 
Shelley . : τοῦ 
E. Caswall . - 96 
Isaiah . ὃ - 98 
‘ : . Ioo 
J. G. Whittier . 102 
‘ : - 102 
Tennyson - 104 


From SoHRAB AND Rustum . 
EPITAPH ON A JACOBITE 
From THE ExcuRsION . 

From Moscuus . ᾿ 

Ou, THE LITTLE MORE . ; 
From THE Story oF RHODOPE 
From TrrRestas .  . ; 
‘Frater AVE ATQUE VALE’ 
From ParapisE Lost . =. 


‘4 


RupAryAt, xiv-xix, xxi 


From UHLAND . " ᾿ 
Tuer Pror . - Ξ 
J AQUES ‘ . ; τ 


From THE DEATH OF BALDER 
From In MemorrIAM 

From THE DEATH OF (ENONE 
OTHELLO’s LAST SPEECH ‘ 


Lirany OF THE CHURCH ἃ 


REQUIEM ‘ . ᾿ 
ELoGia ᾿ ; 
InDEX OF First LINES . ὲ 


Matthew Arnold 
Macaulay 
Wordsworth 
Shelley . 


George Macdonald . 


William Morris 
Tennyson 
Tennyson Σ 
Milton . ‘ 
Omar Khayyam 


Ben Jonson 
Shakespeare . 
Matthew Arnold 
Tennyson 
Tennyson 4 
Shakespeare 

T. B. Pollock . 


R. L. Stevenson 


PAGE 


. 106 
. 106 


. 108 


110 
110 
112 
114 
114 


. 116 
. 118 


- 120 


122 


. 124 


124 


» 2a6 
. 128 
- ¥30 
ies 


138 


. 140 


. 141 


DEDICATORY SONNET. 


Glory and Loveliness have pass’d away ; 
For if we wander out in early morn, 

_ No wreathed incense do we see upborne 

Into the east to meet the smiling day: 

No crowd of nymphs soft-voiced and young and gay, 
In woven baskets bringing ears of corn, 
Roses, and pinks, and violets, to adorn 

The shrine of Flora in her early May. 

But there are left delights as high as these. 
And I shall ever bless my destiny, 

That in a time when under pleasant trees 
Pan is no longer sought, I feel a free, 

A leafy luxury, seeing I could please, 

With these poor offerings, a man like thee. 


ΚΈΛΤΘΟ. 


THE FUGITIVE IDEAL. 


As some most fair and noble face, 
Seen in the thronged and hurrying street, 
Sheds o’er the world a sudden grace, 
A flying odour sweet, 
Then passing leaves the cheated sense 
Balked with a phantom excellence ; 


So on our souls the visions rise 
Of that fair life we never led, 
They flash a splendour past our eyes, 
We start, and they are fied. 
They pass and leave us with blank gaze 
Resigned to our ignoble days. 


Witiiam WATSON. 
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PRIMA DICTE ΜΙΗ͂Ι, SUMMA DICENDE CAMENA! 


Me' miserum! periitque decus, periitque venustas, 
Nec manet Aurorae gratia prisca novae: 

Nam neque turea adhuc Phoebi crispantur ad ortus 
Nubila, ridentis munera prima die ; 

Nec tenerae liquido nymphae, chorus, ore, protervus, 
Corbe ferunt spicas huc, dea flava, tuas, 

Aut violas, aut vere crocos ineunte rosasque, 
Aucta quibus Florae splendeat ara suae. 

Non leviora tamen mea mi Fortuna reliquit 
Gaudia, carminibus saepe ferenda meis, 

Namque, etsi non iam sub amicae tegmine fagi 
Pana vocant homines in sua vota deum, 

Silvarum liberque fruor laetusque tenebris, 
Cum tali placeant haec quotacunque viro. 


VIDEO MELIORA... 

Ut pulcherrima fervido 

Siquando facies cernitur in foro, 
Nec turbae fremor amplius 

Nec voces resonant praetereuntium, 
At mirus subito decor 

Nec mansura vias complet amoenitas : 
Frustra ; nam cito palluit, 

Elusumque levi pectus imagine est. 
Sic o sic reputantibus, 

Quantis lapsa dies posset adoreis, 
Quali luce nitescere, 

Kheu, corda labant: nec tamen aurea 
Perdurat species diu ; 

Confusisque oculis quaerimus invidi 
Sublatam : neque gloria 

Praesentem neque lux irradiat diem. 


* Deperiit veterum species ac gloria rerum. —A. F. G. M. 
B 2 


ODE ON A GRECIAN URN. 


Thou still unravish’d bride of quietness, 
Thou foster-child of silence and slow time, 
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme: 
What leaf-fring’d legend haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, or of both, 
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady ὃ 
What men or gods are these? What maidens loth? 
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape ? 
What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy ? 


Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on: 
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear’d, 
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone: 
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare ; 
Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss, 
Though winning near the goal—yet, do not grieve; 
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, 
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair! 


Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed 
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu: 
And, happy melodist, unweariéd, 
For ever piping songs for ever new; 


AIOAIXON TI ΘΕΑΜΑ. 


O quam sancta quies tardeque abeuntia alumnam 
Saecla fovent, placidi sponsa intemerata silenti, 
Silvestris cui musa data est potioraque nostris 
Carmina,—dic nobis, quorum monimenta virorum 
Picturata geris foliisque virentibus ambis, 
Sive virum, seu facta deum caelata tuemur 
Sive utrosque refers, Tempe per amoena vagantes 
Saltusve Arcadios? Hominesne ea praemia captant 
An superi, nymphasque ferunt sine more morantes ὃ 
Hi temere invadunt, illae effugisse laborant, 
At litui bacchante fremunt ac sistra caterva. 
Dulce quidemst audire lyram sed dulcius istos 
Fingere mente modos; ergo illa argutius edat 
Mollis avena melos, neque voce tacentibus aures 
Sed mentem numeris exoptatissima tangat. 
Tu, puer, aeternum spissa, pulcherrime, in umbra 
Funde melos; virides semper feret arbor honores. 
Tuque tuae, magnum ausus amans, votique potite 
Adsimilis, dominae decerpes oscula nunquam. 
Nec tamen est lacrimis opus; haud eludet amores 
Illa tuos, etsi tibi gaudia summa negantur :— 
Usque decens erit, usque tuis obnoxia votis. 
Felix, quae nunquam patulis viduabitur arbor 
Frondibus, ac Maio nunquam fugiente dolebit. 
Felix, indefesse, tuos sine fine calores 
Qui canis, atque nova semper dulcedine gaudes. 
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More happy love! more happy, happy love ! 
For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d, 
For ever panting, and for ever young; 
All breathing human passion far above, 
That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy’d, 
A burning forehead and a parching tongue. 


Who are these coming to the sacrifice ? 
To what green altar, O mysterious priest, 
Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 
And all her silken flanks with garlands drest? 
What little town by river or sea shore, 
Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel, 
Is emptied of its folk, this pious morn? 
And, little town, thy streets for evermore 
Will silent be; and not a soul to tell 
Why thou art desolate, can e’er return. 


O Attic shape!. Fair attitude! With brede 
Of marble men and maidens overwrought, 
With forest branches and the trodden weed ; 
Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought 
As doth Eternity : Cold Pastoral! 

When old age shall this generation waste, 
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st, 

‘Beauty is truth, truth beauty,’—that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 
Keats. 
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Tu felicior ac longe melioribus auctus 
Auspiciis, cui se addit amor sine fine fruendus, 
Fervide ; cui mansura artus caluere iuventa ; 
Pectora anhelus amor, mentem ferventior urget 
Laetitia humana: non illa elapsa relictum 
Maestitia torquebit et exsaturabit amando, 
Non frontem nimiis non ora caloribus uret. 
Qui tamen hi pia dona ferunt caelestibus aris ? 
Cuius et arcano frondosa altaria, vates, 
More colis? Cuive illa deo speciosa litabit 
Vacca, latus quae cincta rosis ad sidera mugit ὃ 
Sive mare ad magnum seu propter fluminis undas 
Urbs colitur, sive illa iugum placida arce coronat,— 
Quod nomen, quemve hune populum, pia corda, fre- 
quentem 
Sollemni portis sub mane patentibus edit? 
Heu, aeterna tuos, urbs parva, silentia vicos 
Usque prement. Quae causa tuos ad sacra vocarit, 
Quidve petant, rediget nunquam, qui narret, Avernus. 
Candida, Athenarum decus, urna, decentibus urna 
Nymphis, marmorea, puerisque ornata, caterva, 
Abiectaque herba nemorosisque obsita ramis, 
Vocis eges, longaeque velut numeroque carentis 
Saecla die, tacita confundis imagine sensus. 
Frigent ista tibi nemora, at cum illapsa vetustas 
Meque meosque teret, stabit secura senectae 
Forma tibi, luctusque novos, alia ora dolendo 
Pallere aspicies, vates velut ante benigna 
Terrigenis ; illos vel adhuc sine voce monebis: 
‘Una eademque cluent vera ac formosa.’ Quid ultra 
Scire licet, vel, si liceat, didicisse iuvabit ? 
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THE SONG OF THE PEAT STREAM TO THE HUNTED 
DEER AT BAY. 


Come down with me, come. Oh! merry and free 

Is the race from the forest away to the sea, 

The pool is before me; I hark to its call 

And I hasten my speed for the leap o’er the fall. 

The salmon are waiting impatient below, 

I feel them spring upward as over I go. 

Come down with me, come ; why linger you here? 

You know me, the friend of the wild Red-Deer. 

Nay, tarry no longer, come down, come down 

To the pool that invites you, still, peaceful and brown. 

One plunge through the rush of the shivering spray 

And the dark, solemn eddies shall bear you away 

From the rustle of bubbles, the hissing of foam, 

To a haven of rest, and a long, long home. 

Come down with me, come; your refuge is near ; 

I call you, the friend of the wild Red-Deer. 

From my wild forest-cradle, through deep and through 
shoal, 

You have followed me far, and have reached to the goal. 

Now the gallop is ended, the chase it is run, 

The struggle is over, the victory won. 

The fall is o’erleaped and the rapids are passed, 

Come rest on my bosom untroubled at last. 

Nay, raise not your head, come, bury it here ; 

No friend like the stream to the wild Red-Deer. 


Hon. Joun FortTEScUE. 


LYMPHAE CANOR. 


Huc ades! aequoreas mecum laberis ad undas. 
Laeta viast ; propera! nec mora, liber eris. 

Stagna (adverte!) vocant: rapidoque exercita cursu 
Accelero, volucri desilioque pede. 

Subsilit impatiens, me delabente, referri 
Piscis, et exsuperat, quae tenuere, moras. 

Hue ades! hine mecum (quid habet mora dulce ?) fereris : 
Hospita defessis en ego nota feris. 

Sperne moras! Te stagna vocant, te furva quieto 
Unda sinu. Neque pax deerit amica. Veni! 

Sperne moras! trepidamque semel te proice in undam. 
Vorticibus sacri suscipiere vadi. 

Circumfervescunt spuma freta; bullit aquae vis; 
At tibi parta salus, et sine fine quies: 

Ipsa voco cervum cervi comes, ipsa morantem 
Increpito. Mecumst, nec procul, illa salus. 

Per vada de lustris ventumst perque alta paternis: 
Iamque pererrato stat prope meta iugo. 

Ilicet: egisti tandem cursumque viamque. 
Vicisti: victor perge quiete frui. 

Nune brevia et syrtes rabidumque evasimus aestum : 
Emeritus gremio nunc requiesce meo. 

Neve attolle caput. Condat sine cornua flumen : 
Hospitium nusquam tutius invenies. 


ΙΟ 


TITHONUS. 


The woods decay, the woods decay and fall, 
The vapours weep their burthen to the ground, 
Man comes and tills the field and lies beneath, 
And after many a summer dies the swan. 

Me only cruel immortality 

Consumes: I wither slowly in thine arms, 
Here, at the quiet limit of the world, 

A white-hair’d shadow roaming like a dream 
The ever-silent spaces of the East, 

Far-folded mists, and gleaming halls of morn. 


Alas! for this gray shadow, once a man— 
So glorious in his beauty and thy choice, 
Who madest him thy chosen, that he seem’d 
To his great heart none other than a God! 
I ask’d thee, ‘Give me immortality.’ 
Then didst thou grant mine asking with a smile, 
Like wealthy men who care not how they give. 
But thy strong Hours indignant work’d their wills, 
And beat me down and marr’d and wasted me, 
And tho’ they could not end me, left me maim’d 
To dwell in presence of immortal youth, 
Immortal age beside immortal youth, 
And all I was, in ashes. Can thy love, 
Thy beauty, make amends, tho’ even now, 
Close over us, the silver star, thy guide, 
Shines in those tremulous eyes that fill with tears 
To hear me? Let me go: take back thy gift: 


It 


CUR MORTIS ADEMPTAST CONDITIO ? 


oe 3 
Φθίνει μὲν ὕλη καὶ φθίνουσ᾽ ἀπόλλυται, 
ε A A A ᾧ , ’ 
ὑγρὸν δὲ νεφελῶν ἐς πέδον στάζει βάρος" 
ἄνθρωπος ἐλθὼν καὶ γύας εἰργασμένος 
’ ’ ; “ΣΝ , + > ad νι 
κάτω κέκευθεν. οὐδὲ κύκνος ἔσθ᾽ ὃς οὐ 
, NO , θ᾽ Φ ? 4 ’ 
χρόνῳ ποτ᾽ ἐξαπώλε εἷς ἐγὼ μόνος 
φθίνω T ἀεὶ ζῶν, νηλεῶς τ᾽ αὐαίνομαι 
χερῶν, φίλη, σῶν πολιὸς ἐν περιπτυχαῖς, 
4 3 “ ? τς , , 
εἴδωλον ἄλλως, ὅς ¥ ονείιρατος δίκην 
A nw , 
σιγηλὸς οἰχνῶ γῆς ἐπ᾽ ἐσχάτοις ὅροις. 
’ ee ~ 9 an , 
πέριξ δ᾽ ἀεὶ σιγῶσιν "Hea πλάκες, 
νέφη πολύπτυχ᾽, ἩΗλίου 7 ἀναστροφαί. 
~ ~ A 
οἴμοι σκιᾶς τῆσδ᾽ ,—ov γὰρ εἴμ᾽ ἀνὴρ ἔτι,---- 
ὅς γ᾽ εἰσορᾶν μὲν ἢ ToT εὐπρεπέστατος 
A ᾿] of ef \ 9 ’ ’ 
σοὶ δ᾽, ἥτις εἵλου, λεκτὸς ἐκ πάντων πόσις. 
, ree , A 9 lA ᾽ ᾽ ’ 
τί θαῦμ᾽, ἐμαυτὸν ἐς τοσόνδ᾽ ηὐξημένον 
εἰ θεοῖς ἰσώσας “ ἄφθιτόν μ᾽, ἔφην, “ τίθει; 
Ψ ὔ χ A ° , 
Kavev μερίμνης, οἷα δαψιλὴς ἀνήρ, 
καὐτὴ ᾿πένευσας μειδιῶσ᾽ αἰτουμένῳ. 
Ὧραι δ᾽ ἐθυμώθησαν αἱ μεγασθενεῖς, 
3 ’ 
xoTws ἐβούλοντ᾽, ἄθλιον δέμας τόδε 
ἔκαμπτον ἠκίζοντο, καὶ κατακτανεῖν 
> a bs ᾿ > + er ’ ; 
οὐκ εἶχον, αἰσχρὸν δ᾽ ἔθεσαν, ὥστε σοί, θεά, 
γέροντ᾽ ἀγήρῳ τὸν δι᾽ αἰῶνος χρόνον 
ἀκμῆς ξυνοικεῖν τῆς πρὶν ἐστερημένον. 
οὐ δῆτ᾽ ἔρως σός, οὐ χάρις, δυνήσεται 
τοιαῦτ᾽ ἀκεῖσθαι τραύματ᾽, οὐδ᾽ εἰ καὶ τανῦν 
προπομπὸς οὗτος ἀργύφους ἐφίσταται 
τ , 4 4 τ Ὁ , 
ἀστήρ, τὰ λαμπρὰ δ᾽ ὡς ξυνωδυνημένης 
, , " ᾿ς ” ae ae 
δακρύοις βέβριθεν ὄμματ οἴχεσθαι μ᾽ ἔα, 
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Why should a man desire in any way 
To vary from the kindly race of men, 
Or pass beyond the goal of ordinance 
Where all should pause, as is most meet for all? 


A soft air fans the cloud apart; there comes 
A glimpse of that dark world where I was born. 
Once more the old mysterious glimmer steals 
From thy pure brows, and from thy shoulders pure, 
And bosom beating with a heart renew’d. 
Thy cheek begins to redden thro’ the gloom, 
Thy sweet eyes brighten slowly close to mine, 
Ere yet they blind the stars, and the wild team 
Which love thee, yearning for thy yoke, arise, 
And shake the darkness from their loosen’d manes, 
And beat the twilight into flakes of fire. 


Lo! ever thus thou growest beautiful 
In silence, then before thine answer given 
Departest, and thy tears are on my cheek. 


Why wilt thou ever scare me with thy tears, 
And make me tremble lest a saying learnt, 
In days far-off, on that dark earth, be true? 
‘The Gods themselves cannot recall their gifts.’ 


Ay me! ay me! with what another heart 
In days far-off, and with what other eyes 
I used to watch—if I be he that watch’d— 
The lucid outline forming round thee; saw 
The dim curls kindle into sunny rings: 
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δῶρον δ᾽ ἀνάλαβε: τίς γὰρ ἀνθρώπῳ πόθος 
μὴ ταὐτὰ συγγόνοισιν ἀνθρώποις παθεῖν, 
ἢ καὶ τελευτὴν κυρίαν ὑπερδραμεῖν, 
’ 

οὗ πάντες ἀμπαύσαιντ᾽ ἄν, ὡς πᾶσιν χρεών ; 

καὶ μὴν διέστησ᾽ οὐρία νέφος πνοή" 
πρόσω δὲ γαῖαν αὖθις, ἔνθεν ἐξέφυν, 
ὁρῶ κελαινήν, καῦθις, ἠνιδού, πάλιν 
καθαρῶν ἀπ᾿ ὥμων ὀφρύων τ᾽ ἀκηράτων 
νέαις τε ῥιπαῖς ἐπτοημένων ,Φρενῶν 
λαμπρά τις αἴγλη κοὐ κατ᾽ ἄνθρωπον πίτνει. 
ἡ σὴ ᾿παρῆϊς διὰ κνέφους ἐρυθριᾷ, 
τὰ τ᾽ ὄμματ᾽ ἧκα τῶν ἐμῶν, φίλη, πέλας 
στίλβει, γέγηθεν, ἕ ἕως ἂν ἀστέρων κύκλους 
κατασκοτώσης, καὶ φρυάγμαθ᾽ ἱππικά, 
τὸ σὸν ζυγὸν ποθοῦντα καὶ τὴν σὴν χέρα, 
σκότον τ᾿ ἀναστάντ᾽ ἐκβάλῃ τριχώματος 
νέᾳ δὲ γραῖαν εὐφρόνην σπείρῃ φλογί. 

οὕτω κατ᾽ ἦμαρ “Φαιδρὸν ὄμμ᾽ ἐκαίνισας 
σιγῶσ᾽, ἔπειτα πρίν τι συμβαλεῖν ἔ ἔπος, 
οἴχει, μυδᾷ δὲ δάκρυσι σοῖς mapet ἐμή 

τί δάκρυσίν με σοῖσι θηλύνεις a ἀεί, 
ταρβεῖν ἀναγκάζουσα, μὴ παροιμία 
ἔτ᾽ ἐστ᾽ ἀληθής, ἧς πάλαι ποτ᾽ ἠσθόμην, 
βροτοῖσιν ἀθλίοισιν ἐν γαίᾳ ξυνών, --- 
“δῶρόν γ᾽ ἀναλαβεῖν οὐδὲ δαίμοσιν Tapa.” 
φεῦ ev’ 
ὡς οὔτ᾽ ἄρ᾽ ὄσσοις TOLTLO , οὔτε καρδίᾳ 
THO ἐσκόπουν ποτ᾽ »-π-εἴπερ εἰμ᾽ ὃς ἐσκόπουν, ---- 
φάει δέμας σὸν ἀγλαῷ κυκλούμενον 
πλοκάμους δ᾽ ἀμαυροὺς ὥσπερ ἡλίου βολαῖς 
κύκλῳ φλέγοντας" τἀμὰ ὃ ἐξ ἴ ἰσου τροπὴ 
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Changed with thy mystic change, and felt my blood 
Glow with the glow that slowly crimson’d all 

Thy presence and thy portals, while I lay, 

Mouth, forehead, eyelids, growing dewy-warm 

With kisses balmier than half-opening buds 

Of April, and could hear the lips that kiss’d 
Whispering I knew not what of wild and sweet, 
Like that strange song I heard Apollo sing, 

While Ilion like a mist rose into towers. 


Yet hold me not for ever in thine East: 
How can my nature longer mix with thine? 
Coldly thy rosy shadows bathe me, cold 
Are all thy lights, and cold my wrinkled feet 
Upon thy glimmering thresholds, when the steam 
Floats up from those dim fields about the homes 
Of happy men that have the power to die, 
And grassy barrows of the happier dead. 
Release me, and restore me to the ground ; 
Thou seést all things, thou wilt see my grave: 
Thou wilt renew thy beauty morn by morn; 
I earth in earth forget these empty courts, 


And thee returning on thy silver wheels. 
TENNYSON. 
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θεόσσυτός τις ἔσχεν, ἠλλοιωμένῳ δ᾽ 
- a A 4 4 
ἔθελγεν αἷμα καῦμ᾽, ὃ Kal σὲ Kul Ta σὰ 
» “᾿ 7 +) > , 
ἔθελγεν ἤδη δώματ᾽, εὖτε κειμένου 
οὕτως ἐθερμαίνοντο σοῖς φιλήμασιν 
στόμ᾽, ὀφρύες, μέτωπον, ὡς θερμαίνεται 
Υ͂ an 
KadvE νεώρης ἠρινῇ δρόσου χύσει. 
λιγὺν δ᾽ ἀεί πως καὶ μελίγλωσσον νόμον 
, > Ε ’ " > , , 
μέλπουσ ἔσαινὲς μ᾽ ἐν μέσοις φιλήμασιν,---- 
ὁποῖ ᾿Απόλλων πρόσθ᾽ ἐποίκιλλεν μέλη 
, 3 > 8 ? e , ’ 
Τροίας δ᾽ avicral, ὡς νέφος, πυργώματα. 
a , 
καίτοι σὺ μή μ᾽ ἐν ἀντολαῖς KaTicy’ ἀεί, 
΄σ 4 ΄“- 
νῴν γὰρ τίς ἔσται τἀπὸ τοῦδ᾽ ὁμιλία; 
ψυχρόν τῇ ἔμ᾽ ἤδη θερμὰ περιπίτνει νέφη, 
υχρὸν τὸ σὸν φῶς, καὶ ποσὶ ψυχροῖς γέρων 
ὀδοῖς μακραίων. ἐμβέβηκα. ποικίλοις. 
ὁπόταν ἀμαυρῶν ἐξ ἀγρῶν ἑωθινὸν 
Ὡς 3 “ 4A A ς ς e ~ 
χεῦμ᾽ ἐξαναστῆ, καὶ βροτῶν ἀφ᾽ ἑστιῶν, 
aA 2 
οὗὃς εὐτυχεῖς λέγοιμ᾽ dv ὡς θανουμένους, 
κεῖνοι δὲ μᾶλλον εὐτυχοῦσι κείμενοι 
’ Ax ᾿] > } κ] ’ , 9 aS 
τύμβοις ποηροῖς' ἀλλ᾽ ἀποίχεσθαί μ᾽ ἔα. 
4A 
aia Tov αἴας φύντα τύὐμβευσόν ποτε. 
A , >] e “ 4 " A 5 , , 
σὺ πανθ΄ ὁρῶσα τὸν ἐμὸν εἰσόψει τάφον, 
νέον κατ᾽ ἦμαρ κάλλος ἐξεστεμμένη. 
9 A ¥) J ~ , ’ 
ἐγὼ 0, ἀδεὰλ φῆ ξυμμεμιγμένος κόνει, 
ἀμνημονήσω τῶνδ᾽ ἀπανθρώπων δόμων 
σοῦ δ᾽ on ἐφοίτας ἀργυροῖς ὀχήμασιν. 
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SONG. 


Above the old cathedral tower 
There floats in depths of distant blue 
A little cloud, that hour by hour 
Assumes a fairy pattern new. 


My love is changeful as the cloud, 
As graceful in each gesture sweet, 

As far beyond my reach, as proud 
To all beneath her dainty feet. 


If unto me the power were given 
To tear yon cloudlet from its place, 
Its charm were lost, its beauty riven 
And gone were all its former grace. 


Had Heaven granted all I dreamed, 
And given what I sought in vain, 
My love had less enchanting seemed, 


And loser were I by my gain. 
PrercivaL Frost. 
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AND THE LITTLE LESS. 


Templa supervolitat, saxo turrita vetusto, 
Nubes nescio quo ficta reficta modo: 

Quotquot eunt horae, decus induit illa novellum, 
Dum vaga caerulei lustrat inane poli. 

Fuilvia, par nubi, privas mutatur in horas: 
Par nitet ambabus gratia, parque venus. 

Nec nubem captare datur, neque ducere nympham ; 
Nequiquam teneros sternimur ante pedes. 

Si manibus nostris nubes tractanda daretur, 
Excideret propria si temerata plaga ; 

Candida deficeret, specie pereunte, venustas, 
Daedalus aufugeret, qui fuit ante, decor. 

Inconcessa peto. Quod si rata vota fuissent, 
Favisset coeptis si Cytherea meis ; 

Nostra minus nobis poterat formosa videri, 
Et quererer donis damna subesse datis. 


18 


‘FALLEN, FALLEN, FALLEN, FALLEN, 


Farewell! a long farewell, to all my greatness! 
This is the state of man: to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes; to-morrow blossoms, 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him; 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost ; 
And, when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a-ripening, nips his root, 

And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur’d, 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
This many summers in a sea of glory, 

But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me, 
Weary and old with service, to the mercy 

Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye: 
I feel my heart new open’d. O! how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes’ favours. 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 


Never to hope again. 
SHAKESPEARE, 
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ΠΤΩΜΑΤ᾽ ΟΥ̓Κ ANASXETA. 


Laus valeat, longum valeat, celeberrima nobis 

Quae fuit. Hance omnes sortem atque haec fata subimus. 
Nam teneram primo frondem et spem prodimus almam : 
Purpureum mox deinde decus floresque recentes 
Induimur ; nec longa mora, et crebrescere nomen 
Securi dum remur, hiemps crescentium honores, 
Letalis corrupit hiemps. Sic gloria transit. 

Heu, heu, lascivi pueri ceu saepe per undas 
Utribus innixi grassantur, sic ego, laudi 

Dum temere aspiro, iamdudum immitia trano 
Aequora, nec poteram fluctus aequare tumentes. 
Nunc infractus honos, nune alta superbia cursu 
Rumpitur, invalidumque senem fessumque merendo 
Non exorato media inter prospera ponto 

Tradidit: abscondent oblivia longa ruentem. 

A, quanto te, Fama, odio et te, futtilis, odi, 
Gloria! Mitescunt sensus graviora ferenti. 

Infelix, magni qui pendet ab ore tyranni ; 

Qui regum risus cupit optatumque favorem 
Lucrari! Tantumque metum tantosque dolores 
Ante pati manet exitio quam denique certo 
Tradatur, quantum nec mars, nec femina norit. 
Tum vero despectus inevitabile volnus 

Accipit, et Saturnus uti spe maeret adempta. 


20 
TRISTRAM AND ISEULT. 


Tristram. 
Raise the light, my page, that I may see her. 
Thou art come at last then, haughty queen! 
Long I’ve waited, long I’ve fought my fever ; 
Late thou comest: cruel thou hast been. 
Iseult. 
Blame me not, poor sufferer, that I tarried ; 
Bound I was, I could not break the band. 
Chide not with the past but feel the present, 
I am here; we meet; I hold thy hand. 
Tristram. 
Thou art come indeed: thou hast rejoined me: 
Thou hast dared it—but too late to save. 
Fear not now that men should tax thine honour; 
I am dying; build, thou may’st, my grave. 
Iseult. 
Tristram, O for love of God speak kindly ! 
What! I hear these bitter words from thee? 
Sick with grief am I and faint with travel: 
Take my hand, dear Tristram; look on me. 
* * * * * * * 
Tristram. ' 
No, thou shalt not speak! I should be finding 
Something altered in thy courtly tone ; 
Sit—sit by me! I will think we’ve lived so 
In the green wood, all our lives, alone. 
Iseult. 
Alter’d, Tristram? Not in courts, believe me, 
Love like mine is alter’d in the breast. 
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JOINED AT EVENING OF THEIR DAYS AGAIN. 


. Taedam attolle, puer. Reducem fac lumine cernam. 
Depositone igitur, dura, rigore venis? 

Iamdudum exspecto, febrique urgente reluctor. 
Imperiosa tibi pectora, longa mora. 

. Sors tibi saeva nimis; sed, ne sectere morantem, 
Non exsolvenda compede vincta fui. 

Carpe age praeterito praesentia gaudia luctu ; 
Veni equidem et comiti sum tibi iuncta comes. 

. Venisti, fateor ; sero tamen: anne iuvabunt 
Iam iam labentem quaelibet ausa virum ? 

Solve metus: vixi: tumulum modo rite sepulchri, 
Namque licet, salvo, conde, pudore, mei. 

. O, per te superos oro, compesce querellas ! 
Tene mihi longas increpuisse moras! 

Aegra egomet luctu pelagique laboribus adsum. 


Tange manum, et voltus suspice, care, meos. 
* * * * * * * 


. Haud ita: parce loqui. Ne qua mutata gravemur 
Carmina, regali iam magis apta choro. 

Adsideas oro, silvaque umbrante videbor 
Tecum una cunctos delituisse dies. 

. Mutatamne refers? non in regalibus aulis 


Labitur e memori pectore talis amor. 
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Courtly life is light and cannot reach it— 
Ah! it lives, because so deep-suppress’d ! 


What, thou think’st men speak in courtly chambers 
Words by which the wretched are consol’d? 

What, thou think’st this aching brow was cooler, 
Circled, Tristram, by a band of gold? 


Royal state with Mare my deep wronged husband — 
That was bliss to make my sorrows flee! 

Silken courtiers whispering honied nothings— 
Those were friends to make me false to thee! 


Ah! on which, if both our lots were balanced, 
Was indeed the heaviest burden thrown— 
Thee a pining exile in thy forest— 
Me, a smiling queen upon my throne? 


Vain and strange debate, where both have suffer’ ἃ, 
Both have pass’d a youth consumed and sad, 
Both have brought their anxious day to evening, 
And have now short space for. being glad. 
# ὃς *% * * * * 
Hush, no words! that smile, I see, forgives me. 
I am now thy nurse, I bid thee sleep. 
Close thine eyes—this flooding moonlight blinds 
them ! 


Nay, all’s well again! thou must not weep. 
MatrHew ARNOLD. 
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Nempe leves inter regum viget 1116 cohortes, 
Conditus, ast imo pectore vivus δά πο. 

Non hoe in coetu neque tales inter amicos 
Volneris auxilium saucia corda ferunt. 

Nec minus immites sensi (ne rere!) calores, 
Cireuiit miseras quod diadema comas. 

Me cum rege meo, quem laesimus, alta tenentem 
Sceptra putas luctum fallere nosse meum ὃ 

Anne erat ut blandi procerum, mera verba, susurri 
Diluerent pactam mique tibique fidem ὃ 

Quae quibus anteferas, si sors utriusque notetur? 
Quis magis indoluit? Quis graviora tulit? 

Quamvis tu nemorum maerebas exsul in umbra 
Quamvis regali risi ego fulta toro. 

Quid tamen haec conferre iuvat? Cur damna renarro 
Amborum, tristes et sine luce dies? 

Vesper utrique ruit: maestae fuit hora iuventae. 
Est breve quod superat laetitiaeque datur. 

* * * * * * * 

Mitte loqui. Nutrix adsum tibi: carpe soporem. 
Ignoscis culpae, frons monet ipsa, meae. 

Claude age, claude oculos, plena ne luce graventur ; 


Et, bene habet, lacrimas supprime, vita, tuas. 
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ΤῸ ΜΥ͂ ΓΟΤΕ. 


Calm winds, blow you fair ; 
Rock her, thou sweet gentle air: 
Oh! the morn is noon, 
The evening comes too soon 
To part my love and me! 
The roses and thy lips do meet, 
Oh! that life were half so sweet! 
Who would respect his breath 
That might die such a death? 
All the bushes that be near 
With sweet nightingales beset, 
Hush, sweet, and be still, 
Let them sing their fill, 


There’s none our joys to let. 
DRAYTON. 
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ATE TTAPOENOZ ΗΙΘΕΟΣ TE. 


Spirate, o placidae quot estis aurae, 
Iucundique remulceant Favoni 

Flatu Leuconoen sereniore. 

Matutae fuit hora: praeterit lux: 
Quid tantum properas, moleste vesper, 
Mellitam procul amovere nympham ? 
O lux! O roseus nitor genarum ! 
Vitae cur minus est amoenitatis ὃ 
Non tantist mibi vivere, ut recusem 
Pro tali decies mori puella. 

At quantumst prope laetioris umbrae 
Grato carmine Daulias frequentet. 
Decantet melos illa: tu sileto. 

Nullo nos satius vetante amarest. 


Mollior aspiret faustoque placentior Eurus 
Impete ; delicias mulceat aura meas. 

Labitur heu, post mane dies, teque auferet a me 
Mox celeri nimium vesper, amata, fuga. 

Respondent labia ista rosis. Cuperem ipsa fuisset 
Vita quoque illecebris par similisve tuis! . 

Spiritus ipse quid est? quid agendae gratia vitae? 
Ki mihi! pro tali praestat amore mori. 

Plurima nune dumos cantu philomela fatiget, 
Consonet assiduis silva propinqua modis. 

Tu, mea vita, sile! saturabitur ila canendo. 
At nos quis nostro nolet amore frui? 
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TIRESTIAS. 


From within 

The city comes ἃ murmur void of joy, 
Lest she be taken captive—maidens, wives 
Falling about their shrines before their Gods, 
And wailing ‘Save us.’ 

And they wail to thee! 
These eyeless eyes, that cannot see thine own, 
See this, that only in thy virtue lies 
The saving of our Thebes; for, yesternight, 
To me, the great God Arés, whose one bliss 
Is war, and human sacrifice— himself 
Blood-red from battle, spear and helmet tipt 
With stormy light as on a mast at sea, 
Stood out before a darkness, crying ‘ Thebes, 
Thy Thebes shall fall and perish, for I loathe 
The seed of Cadmus—yet if one of these 
By his own hand—if one of these——’ 

My son, 

No sound is breathed so potent to coerce, 
And to conciliate, as their names who dare 
For that sweet mother land which gave them birth 
Nobly to do, nobly to die. 


TENNYSON, 
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DULCE ET DECORUM EST PRO PATRIA MORI. 


Κλαυθμὸν yap, οὐ παιᾶνα, πάνδημον κλύω 
εὐχάς τε μὴ πέρθωσιν ᾿Αργεῖοι πόλιν. 
κόραι δὲ καὶ γυναῖκες οἰμωγῆ λυγρᾷ, 
βωμοὺς πεσοῦσαι πρὸς θεῶν ἐγχωρίων, 
σωτηρίαν αἰτοῦσι, σοὶ προσήμεναι. 

κἄγωγ᾽ ὁ τυφλός, σήν περ ὄψιν οὐχ ὁρῶν, 
ὁρῶ τόδ᾽, ὡς σὺ τῆσδε, κοὐκ ἄλλος, χθονὸς 
σωτὴρ πέφυκας" τήνδε γὰρ κατ᾽ εὐφρόνην 
“Apas ἐ ἐμοὶ δαφοινὸς ἐκ μάχης παρῆν, 

ὁ παντόσεμνος, ὃς ᾿βροτησίας μόνον 
σφαγὰς ἔριν τε τέρπεται θεώμενος. 

κόρυς δὲ κἄγχος, δόρατος ἐναλίου δίκην, 
αὐγαῖς ἔλαμπον, κὰκ νέφους ἐφθέγξατο" 

“ς Θήβαισι δὴ Θήβαισιν εἵμαρται πεσεῖν, 
ἐχθαρτέος γὰρ πᾶς ἐμοὶ Κάδμου γόνος. 
ἀλλ᾽ εἴ τις ὑμῶν αὐτὸς αὐτουργῷ χερὶ--- 
εἴ τίς ποθ᾽ ὑμῶν᾽----τέκνον, αἰδοιεστέρα 
οὐκ ἔστι κληδὼν οὐδὲ φιλτέρα κλύειν, 

ἢ τοῦδε τοὔνομ᾽, ὅς, πόλεως ὑπερμαχῶν 
τῆς εὐφιλήτου μητρὸς εὐψύχῳ θράσει, 
τολμᾷ καλῶς δρᾶν καὶ καλῶς τεθνηκέναι. 
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(ΕΝΟΝΕ. 


On the holy mount of Ida, 
Where the pine and cypress grow, 
Sate a young and lovely woman, 
Weeping ever, weeping low. 
Drearily throughout the forest 
Did the winds of autumn blow, 
And the clouds above were flying, 
And Secamander rolled below. 


‘Faithless Paris! cruel Paris!’ 
Thus the poor deserted spake— 
‘Wherefore thus so strangely leave me? 
Why thy loving bride forsake ? 
Why no tender word at parting— 
Why no kiss, no farewell take? 
Would that I could but forget thee! 
Would this throbbing heart might break ! 


‘Is my face no longer blooming ? 
Are my eyes no longer bright ? 
Ah! my tears have made them dimmer, 
And my cheeks are pale and white. 
I have wept since early morning, 
I shall weep the livelong night ; 
Now I long for sullen darkness, 
As I once have longed for light. 


‘Paris! canst thou then be cruel! 

Fair, and young, and brave thou art— 
Can it be that in thy bosom 

Lies so cold, so hard a heart? 
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IDA, MEAM, GENETRIX, MORS ADVENIT, ACCIPE 
VOCEM. 


Stat mons Ida sacer ; silvae iuga laeta coronant ; 
Haec cupressus et haec culmina pinus amat. 
Hic olim mulier, prima speciosa iuventa, 
Sedit, inexpleto visa dolore queri. 
Venerat auctumnus; stridebant omnia ventis ; 
Nescioquid maestis silva gemebat aquis. 
Desuper alato trepidabant nubila lapsu ; 
Sub Iove volvebat Xanthus ad aequor aquas. 
‘Perfide, mente fera, Pari, crudelissime rerum,’ 
Talia summissa voce relicta gemit, 
‘Quam fugis? aut cui me linquis, saevissime, fato ? 
Unde doles? repeto sponsa, marite, fidem. 
Oscula discedens miserae mihi nulla dedisti. 
Ipsa indignatast dicere lingua “ vale.” 
Excidat o utinam nostro tua pectore imago! 
Ei mihi, cur nequeo, corde micante, mori? 
Orane tabescunt nostra? an lux fugit ocellos 
Quae fuit, egregius deperiitque decor ? 
Me miseram! flevi; fletuque hebetantur ocelli: 
Flos abiit: macro pallor in ore sedet. 

Flevi ego, cum primos Pallantias extulit ortus ; 
Flebo, dum stellae nocte morante micant. 
Tristitiae nunc sola vaco. Mihi maesta volenti 
Nox ruit: ut placuit lux prius, illa placet. 
Dyspari, tune potes tantos acuisse furores ? 

Pulcher es; audenti cor iuvenile calet. 
Haccine sub specie num tu praecordia gestas 
Ferrea? num glacie pectora saepta rigent ὃ 
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Children we were bred together— 
She who bore me suckled thee ; 

I have been thine old companion, 
When thou hadst no more but me. 


“1 have watched thee in thy slumbers, 
When the shadow of a dream 

Passed across thy smiling features, 
Like the ripple on a stream ; 

And so sweetly were the visions 
Pictured there with lively grace, 

That I half could read their import 
By the changes on thy face. 


‘When I sang of Ariadne, 
Sang the old and mournful tale, 
How her faithless lover, Theseus, 
Left her to lament and wail ; 
Then thine eyes would fill and glisten, 
Her complaint could soften thee: 
Thou has wept for Ariadne— 
Theseus’ self might weep for me! 


‘Thou may’st find another maiden 
With a fairer face than mine— 

With a gayer voice and sweeter, 
And a spirit liker thine: 

For if e’er my beauty bound thee, 
Lost and broken is the spell ; 

But thou canst not find another 
That will love thee half so well. 


‘O thou hollow ship, that bearest 
Paris o’er the faithless deep ! 
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Tecum equidem lusi quondam puerilibus annis ; 
Et Paris Oenonae matris alumnus erat. 

Gaudia praeterito iuncti sociavimus aevo. 
Me prius excepta, perfide, solus eras. 

Vidi ego, cum somno perfusus membra iaceres, 
Somnia confessas vidi ego laeta genas: 

Flumina mota tremunt levibus non secius auris, 
Voltus imaginibus quam tuus iste suis. 

Nempe repercussit tali frons somnia risu, 
Tam vegetis pinxit tam lepidisque notis, 

Ut sensus, mea vita, tuos ego paene viderer 
Perlegere, et varias discere posse vices. 

Tempus erat, questus cum Cressa miserrima nostros 
Moverat, antiquis fleta puella viris: 

Thesea cantabam, memini, ruptosque hymenaeos, 
Utque procellosis prodita fleret aquis. 

Nec mora, gliscebant lacrimis tua lumina obortis: 
Sustinuit Cressae fata dolere Paris. 

Illa tuos movit fletus. Miserere relictae! 
Aegides casus fleret et ipse meos. 

Pulchrior, agnosco, multis data forma puellis. 
Harum aliquam nobis praeposuisse potes. 

Est quae corda tibi tangat leviore susurro ; 
Quae magis unanima fingat amare fide. 

Ei mihi, siquando facies tibi nostra placebat ; 
Lapsa oculis nune est vis sua, lapsa genis. 

Non tamen in toto, ne rere! fidelior orbe 
Sponsa erit, Oenonae par similisve tuae. 

Nulla fides pelagost: at quae, ratis, aequora supra 
Coneava delicias fersque refersque meas, 
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Wouldst thou leave him on some island 
Where alone the waters weep ; 
Where no human foot is moulded 
In the wet and yellow sand— 
Leave him there, thou hollow vessel ! 
Leave him on that lonely strand ! 


‘Then his heart will surely soften, 
‘When his foolish hopes decay, 

And his older love rekindle, 
As the new one dies away. 

Visionary hills will haunt him, 
Rising from the glassy sea, 

And his thoughts will wander homeward 
Unto Ida and to me. 


‘O! that like a little swallow 
I could reach that lonely spot! 

All his errors: would be pardoned, 
All the weary past forgot. 

Never should he wander from me— 
Never should he more depart ; 

For these arms would be his prison, 
And his home would be my heart!’ 


Thus lamented fair (none, 
Weeping ever, weeping low, 
On the holy mount of Ida, 
Where the pine and cypress grow. 
In the self-same hour Cassandra 
Shrieked her prophecy of woe, 
And into the Spartan dwelling 


Did the faithless Paris go. 
W. E. Ayrtoun. 
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Insula detineat properantem sola carinam, 
Nil nisi solliciti qua gemit unda sali. 

Qua non ulla hominum litus vestigia signant, 
Sed tantum liquidis flavet harena vadis: 

Hic, precor, hac nulli culta, cava pinus, in acta 
Solus ad ignotas destituatur aquas! 

Tum dabit ille manus, tum spes deponet inanes ; 
Mitia sanato corda furore geret. 

Ipse noyos sine me sensim dediscet amores, 
Reddet et antiquo colla premenda iugo. 

Forsitan et notos revocabunt somnia montes, 
Kt iuga de vitreo nata paterna salo. 

Idaeisque animum laribus sub imagine somni 
Pascet, et Oenonen credet adesse suam. 

O utinam in parvam mutarer et ipsa columbam ! 
Quam cito desertis laberer ales aquis! 

Omnibus admissis veniam dare posse iuvaret, 
Excideretque animo sarcina dira meo. 

Non iterum elapsus ventis dare carbasa vellet, 
Non iterum ambages ire redire novas. 

Scilicet amplexu devinciretur in arto; 
Haereret gremio tempus in omne meo.’ 

Haec effata silet, longosque miserrima fletus 
Integrat, heu, pulchras imbre rigante genas, 

Mons Idaeus ubi; et sacra commixta cupresso 
Pinus in aériis pullulat usque iugis. 

Una eademque hora luctus Cassandra futuros 
Exululat, miseras vaticinata vices, 

Immemor et veterum Priamo satus ibat amorum 
In Lacedaemonias perfidus ille domos. 
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NEVER MORNING WORE 
TO EVENING BUT SOME HEART DID BREAK. 


“Qe ἔφατο Kralove’, ἄλοχος δ᾽ οὔπω τι πέπυστο 
Ἕκτορος" οὐ γάρ οἵ τις ἐτήτυμος ἄγγελος ἐλθὼν 
ἤγγειλ᾽ ὅττι ῥά οἱ πόσις ἔκτοθι μίμνε πυλάων, 
ἀλλ᾽ ny’ ἱστὸν ὕφαινε μυχῷ δόμου ὑψηλοῖο 
δίπλακα πορφυρέην, ἐν δὲ θρόνα ποικίλ᾽ ἔπασσεν. 
κέκλετο δ᾽ ἀμφιπόλοισιν ἐὐπλοκάμοις κατὰ δῶμα 
ἀμφὶ πυρὶ στῆσαι τρίποδα μέγαν, ὄφρα πέλοιτο 
“Ἕκτορι θερμὰ λοετρὰ μάχης ἔκ νοστήσαντι, 
νηπίη, οὐδ᾽ ἐνόησεν ὅ μιν μάλα τῆλε λοετρῶν 
χερσὶν ᾿Αχιλλῆος δάμασε γλαυκῶπις ᾿Αθήνη. 
κωκυτοῦ δ᾽ ἤκουσε καὶ οἰμωγῆς ἀπὸ πύργου" 
τῆς δ᾽ «ἐλελίχθη γυῖα, χαμαὶ δέ οἱ ἔκπεσε κερκίς. 
ἡ δ᾽ αὖτις δμωῆσιν ἐὕπλοκάμοισι μετηύδα" 

“Δεῦτε, δύω μοι ἕπεσθον, ἴδωμ᾽ ὅτιν᾽ ἔργα τέτυ- 

κται. 

αἰδοίης ἑκυρῆς ὁπὸς ἔκλυον, ἐν δ᾽ ἐμοὶ αὐτῇ | 
στήθεσι πάλλεται ἦτορ ἀνὰ στόμα, νέρθε δὲ γοῦνα 
πήγνυται ἐγγὺς δή τι κακὸν Πριάμοιο τέκεσσιν. 
αἱ γὰρ am οὔατος εἴη ἐμεῦ ἔπος" ἀλλὰ par’ αἰνῶς 
δείδω μὴ δή μοι θρασὺν Ἕκτορα δῖος ᾿Αχιλλεύς, 
μοῦνον ἀποτμήξας πόλιος, πεδίονδε δίηται, 
καὶ δή μιν καταπαύση ἀγηνορίης ἀλεγεινῆς, 
ἢ μιν ἔχεσκ᾽, ἐπεὶ οὔποτ᾽ ἐνὶ πληθυΐ μένεν ἀνδρῶν, 
ἀλλὰ πολὺ προθέεσκε, τὸ ὃν μένος οὐδενὶ εἴκων. 

“ὡς φαμένη μεγάροιο διέσσυτο μαινάδι ἴση, 
παλλομένη κραδίην" ἅμα δ᾽ ἀμφίπολοι κίον αὐτῆ. 


HECTORIS ANDROMACHE. 


Sic ait illacrimans. Nondum tamen uxor acerbum 
Hectoris audierat casum, neque laeserat aures 
Nuntius, ut patriae staret pro moenibus heros. 
Illa quidem telam duplicem in penetralibus altis 
Texebat, variisque ornabat stamina sertis. 
Stant flavae circum comites. Mox deinde lebeta 
Imperat imponi flammis, ne forte marito 
Intrepido calidi latices post proelia deessent, 
Infelix: neque enim norat non talium egentem 
Aeacidaeque manu periisse atque arte Minervae. 
Cum subito gemituque et femineo ululatu 
Tecta sonant. Cecidere manu radii, et tremor artus 
Occupat. Alloquitur famulas ac talia mandat. 
‘Vos, Rhodope atque Lyce, consurgite. Matris ad aures 
Affertur gemitus. Quid agit? Mihi frigidus horror 
Genua quatit crebroque angunt praecordia pulsu 
Pectora. Priamidis certe mala fata propinquant. 
Ne mihi ne talis feriat sine, Iuppiter, aures 
Nuntius, at metuo ne nobis Hectora Achilles 
Immitis procul urbe fuget, solumque sub armis 
Aggressus domet: haec illi sit denique finis 
Virtutis, quae tanta fuit. Neque enim ille volebat 
Cum sociis inferre manum, sed prima movere 
Proelia, nec cuiquam victus concedere bello!’ 
Haec loquitur. Tune Maenas uti se proripit aula, 
Exsternata metu: famulae comitantur euntem. 
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aM ens," , i ἢ ~ δ “ 
αὐτὰρ ἐπεὶ πύργον τε Kal ἀνδρῶν ἷξεν ὅμιλον, 
ἔστη παπτήνασ᾽ ἐπὶ τείχεϊ, τὸν δ᾽ ἐνόησεν 

ς , » A / / ef 
ἑλκόμενον πρόσθεν πόλιος" ταχέες δέ μιν ἵπποι 
e 9 ’ “εν Ἃς A > A 
ἕλκον ἀκηδέστως κοίλας ἐπὶ νῆας ᾿Αχαιῶν. 
τὴν δὲ κατ᾽ ὀφθαλμῶν ἐρεβεννὴ νὺξ ἐκάλυψεν, 
+ » ere: , 9 \ δὲ A eal 
ἤριπε δ᾽ ἐξοπίσω, ἀπὸ δὲ ψυχὴν ἐκάπυσσεν. 


THE MINSTREL BOY. 


The Minstrel Boy to the war is gone, 
In the ranks of death you'll find him ; 
His father’s sword he has girded on, 
And his wild harp slung behind him.— 
‘Land of song!’ said the warrior-bard, 
‘Tho’ all the world betrays thee, 
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 
One faithful harp shall praise thee !’ 


The Minstrel fell!—but the foeman’s chain 
Could not bring his proud soul under ; 
The harp he lov’d ne’er spoke again, 
For he tore its chords asunder ; 
And said, ‘No chains shall sully thee, 
Thou soul of love and bravery! | 
Thy songs were made for the pure and free, 


They shall never sound in slavery!’ 
Tom Moore. 
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Ut primum ad turrim venit turbamque suorum, 
Prospicit : atque illum Troiae pro moenibus altis 
Alipedes ad litus equi sine more trahebant. 

Olli nox oculos operit, retroque ruentem 
Circumfunduntur tenebrae: calor ossa reliquit. 


EST HIC, EST ANIMUS LUCIS CONTEMPTOR... 


Posthabita puer arma lyra pugnasque lacessit : 
Scilicet in medio Marte petendus erit. 

Tela pio studio patriumque accingitur ensem, 
Indocilemque umeris aptat habere lyram. 

‘O patria, o genetrix musis,’ ait, ‘ apta ferendis ; 
Destituat partes cetera turba tuas! 

Unus erit tamen ense tuas qui vindicet aras, 
Una sonet constans quae lyra laude tua!’ 

Occubuit fidicen, sed spiritus ipse superbus 
Non tulit hostili sub ditione premi. 

Muta lyrast: cohibent aeterna silentia chordas : 
Scindere dilectas sustinet ipse fides. 

‘Non te vincla decet, non te probra ferre tyranni, 
Ast amor et pietas conscia fila movent: 

Indomitis tua nata mele: tibi libera semper 
Musa fuit: servis carmina nulla canes!’ 
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NIGHT. 


O Night! O jealous Night! repugnant to my measures ; 
O Night, so long desired, yet cross to my content ! 
There’s none but only thou that can perform my 
pleasures, : 
Yet none but only thou that hindereth my intent. 
Thy beams, thy spiteful beams, thy lamps that burn too 
brightly, 

Discover all my trains, and naked lay my drifts: 
That night by night I hope, yet fails my purpose nightly, 
Thy envious glaring gleam defeateth so my shifts. 
Sweet Night, withhold thy beams, withhold them till to- 

morrow, 
Whose joys in lack so long a hell of torments breeds ; 
Sweet Night, sweet gentle Night! do not prolong my 
sorrow ! 
Desire is guide to me, and love no loadstar needs. 
Let sailors gaze on stars and moon so freshly shining ; 
Let them that miss the way be guided by the light: 
I know my Lady’s bower, there needs no more divining, 
Affection sees in dark, and love hath eyes by night. 
Dame Cynthia, couch awhile, hold in thy horns from 
shining, 
And glad not louring night with thy too glorious rays; 
But be she dim and dark, tempestuous and repining, 
That in her spite my sport may work thy endless 


praise. 
Tue PuHorentx NEst. 
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TRISTISSIMA NOCTIS IMAGO. 


Nox inimica mihi, nox aversata canentem, 
Nox optata diu, siccine verba dabis? 

Una potes nostro succurrere, Diva, calori: 
Obstas consiliis sed tamen una meis. 

Aufer abhince saevasque faces, nimiumque nitorem. 
Splendor ad insidias non facit iste meas. 

Quotquot eunt noctes, crescit spes nostra caditque. 
Effugiunt radios retia nulla tuos. 

Lumina compescas oro: sine crastina surgant. 
Tartarea accendit tela carenda Venus. 

Cor tibi mitescat, nostrosque abrumpe dolores. 
Nos noster, nullo sidere, ducit amor. 

Suspiciant nautae stellas lunamque recentem ! 
Erranti monstrent sidera certa viam ! 

Leuconoes mihi nota domus: concedite, vates ! 
Ipsa suis praebet lumina nocte Venus. 

Cynthia, conde caput! viduentur cornua flammis. 
Nox gravis est, nitidum, Cynthia, conde caput. 

Caeca sit ac dubia nox tempestate laboret. 


Dum furit, aeternet te, Dea, noster amor. 
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LOST IS THE LOST, THOU KNOW’ST IT, AND THE 
PAST IS PAST. 


The rising wind o’er wold and hill 
Blows dreary, leadening all the lake; 
And all the whitening willows shake, 

And twilight closes blear and chill. 


The mist hangs thickening o’er the sea, 
A spectral light is in the sky, 
And all the branches creak and sigh 
And my heart sighs with them drearily. 


Oh, where is love that once was mine? 
Speak, oh my heart, and tell me where: 
Tell me, oh wind, whose wild despair 

Is wrestling with the straining pine. 


Oh, call it back to life again, 
With all its tones of youth and spring; 
Or break at once the throbbing string, 
That jars so wildly in my brain. 


‘The past is past’— with sullen moan, 
Oh dreary wind, I hear you cry! 
And all the struggling trees reply, 

‘Alone, alone, alone, alone!’ 
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O MIHI PRAETERITOS REFERAT SI IUPPITER 
ANNOS! 


Crebrescit ventus, collesque et aperta peragrans 
Triste gemit: nigris horruit unda notis. 

Motantur salices, glaucoque crepuscula luco 
Sublucent, et nox frigore foeda cadit. 

Nubila contristant tarde crescentia pontum, 
Pallent inferno lumine templa poli. 

Undique singultus silvae geminare videntur: 
Me miserum! partes ipse querentis ago. 

Heu, ubi prisca fides, ubi primi gratia amoris ? 
Certior augurio reddar ab ipse meo! 

Vente, reluctantes iam parce lacessere pinos: 
Me mea, si fas est, turbide, fata doce! 

O mihi praeteritae si tempora verna iuventae, 
Gaudia si possint lapsa referre pedem ! 

Sin minus, abrumpam luctus! concedite, curae! 
Certatum satis est. Sit medicina mori! 

‘Inconcessa petis. Nunquam lux ista resurget:’ 
Turbida luctisoni sibilat aura noti. 

‘Solus es!’ innumero respondent murmure silvae; 
‘Solus es, atque omni tempore solus eris.’ 
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TO VIRGIL. 


Roman Virgil, thou that singest 
Tlion’s lofty temples robed in fire, 
Tlion falling, Rome arising, 


wars and filial faith, and Dido’s pyre; 


Landscape-lover, lord of language 
more than he that sang the Works and Days, 
All the chosen coin of fancy 


flashing out from many a golden phrase ; 


Thou that singest wheat and woodland, 
tilth and vineyard, hive and horse and herd: 
All the charm of all the Muses 


often flowering in a lonely word; 


Poet of the happy Tityrus 
piping underneath his beechen bowers ; 
Poet of the poet-satyr 
whom the laughing shepherd bound with 


flowers ; 


Chanter of the Pollio, glorying 
in the blissful years again to be, 
Summers of the snakeless meadow, 


unlaborious earth and oarless sea ; 
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MAXIME ROMANI CONDITOR ELOQUII. 


Romane, Troiae qui canis arduae 
Cinxisse flammas Pergama, qui tuos 
Crevisse maiores ab ipso 
Dardaniae Priamique casu ; 
Qui saeva narras proelia, qui pium 
Heroa Didoque ignibus additam, 
Qui rura dilectosque ruris 
Hesiodo potiore versu 
Laudas honores. Scilicet aurea 
Te musa ditat, cuius ab inclutis 
Chartis coruscantem tuemur 
Pieridum sine sorde gazam. 
Nune arva cantas, nune Cererem; neque 
Indicta cultae gratia vineae, 
Armenta frondosaeque silvae 
Lustra et apes et apum penates. 
Quodcunque cantas, saepe leporibus 
Vox una. Musarum enitet omnium, 
Flos qualis insigni decore 
Per nitidos dominatur hortos. 
Nune et beati gaudia Tityri et 
Cantus sub umbra faginea datos ; 
Nunc plexa Sileno rosarum 
Vincla refers iuvenumque risus, 
Cedent ab arvis cultor, ab aequore 
Remex ; redibit te duce, Pollio, 
Saturnia aetas, nec dracones 
Terra iterum feret aestuosa. 
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Thou that seést Universal 

Nature moved by Universal Mind; 
Thou majestic in thy sadness 

at the doubtful doom of human kind; 


Light among the vanish’d ages; 

star that gildest yet this phantom shore ; 
Golden branch amid the shadows, 

kings and realms that pass to rise no more; 


Now thy Forum roars no longer, 

fallen every purple Caesar’s dome— 
Tho’ thine ocean-roll of rhythm . 

sound for ever of Imperial Rome— 


Now the Rome of slaves hath perish’d, 

and the Rome of freemen holds her place, 
I, from out the Northern Island 

sunder’d once from all the human race, 


I salute thee, Mantovano, 
I that loved thee since my day began, 
Wielder of the stateliest measure 
ever moulded by the lips of man. 
TENNYSON, 


45 


Haee ominaris laetus, et insito 
Molem moveri multiplicem deo ; 
Gliscitque maiestas dolenti 
Fata hominum ambiguamque sortem. 
Ceu stella in exili aurea litore, 
Aut lux ab aevo praeterito, nites ; 
Qua regna, qua reges caducos 
Orcus habet, tuus iste ramus 
Αὐτὸ relucet. Conticuit Forum: 
Squalent superborum atria Caesarum : 
Ast imperatricem sonoro 
Ore tonas, velut unda, Romam. 
Romam tyrannus iam soluit iugo ; 
Succrevit urbi stirps nova liberae. 
At, Mantuanorum propago 
Maxima, Hyperboreis ab oris, 
Divisit olim quas mare gentibus, 
Te, prima nostrae cura puertiae, 
Princeps, quot excudere magnos 
Terrigenae numeros, saluto. 
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WRITTEN THE NIGHT BEFORE HIS DEATH. 


Even such is Time, that takes on trust 
Our youth, our joys, our all we have, 
And pays us but with age and dust; 
Who in the dark and silent grave, 

When we have wandered all our ways, 
Shuts up the story of our days. 

But from this earth, this grave, this dust, 
My God shall raise me up, I trust! 


Str WALTER RALEIGH. 


GOD IS LOVE. 


Love Divine! all love excelling, 

Joy of heaven to earth come down, 
Fix in us Thy humble dwelling, 

All Thy faithful mercies crown. 


Jesu! Thou art all compassion, 
Pure, unbounded Love Thou art ; 
Visit us with Thy salvation, 
Enter every trembling heart. 


Come, Almighty, to deliver ; 
Let us all Thy grace receive, 

Hasten to return, and never, 
Never more Thy temple leave. 


Thee we would be always blessing, 
Serve Thee as Thy Hosts above; 
Pray, and praise Thee without ceasing, 


Glory in Thy perfect love. 
C. WESLEY. 
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RESURGAM. 


μὲ 2) ε , ’ ἢ ; tins 
Toios ap’ ἣν ὁ χρόνος. μάρψας Xapitas τε καὶ ἥβην 
οἴχεται, οὐδ᾽ ὁτιοῦν ἡμὶν ἔλειπεν ἔχειν, 
“ ’ * , > ὦ a “ , , 
ταῦτα pepe’ τί δ᾽ ἔδωκε λαβεῖν; “γῆρας τε Kovw τε. 
αἶψα δὲ σιγηλοῖς κρυπτόμεθ᾽ ἐν καπέτοις" 
πολλὰ δέ τις πλαγχθείς, καὶ πόλλ᾽ ἀμέγαρτος ἀληθεὶς 
A , 
εἴργεται εἰς στεινούς, οὐδὲν ἐρῶν, θαλάμους. 
λευγαλέοις δὲ Θεὸς γῆν καὶ σποδὸν ἐν βαράθροισι 
an , 
κείμενον ἀνστήσει μ᾽ ἐκ βροτοῦ ἀθανατον. 


MEIZON AE ΤΟΥΤΩΝ H ΑΓΑΠΗ. 


Huc, Amor Caelestis, amore nostro 

Dulcior, labare volens precamur 

Hospes, ac larga cumules fidelis 
Munera dextra. 

Tu beas caelum: tibi mitiore 

Pectus affectu calet ; o paventem 

Sospita prolem! Neque finis isti, 
Christus, amori 

Ulla, nec labes. Age, liberato, 

Nam potes, gentes! Opulenta cunctos 

Gratia et nunquam fugitura servent 
Numina templum. 

Redditum terris memori colemus 

Voce, ceu caelo chorus angelorum, 

Semper adstantem vigiles loqguemur, 
Semper amantem. 
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THE REVENGE. 


At Flores in the Azores Sir Richard Grenville lay, 

And a pinnace, like a flutter’d bird, came flying from 
far away: 

‘Spanish ships of war at sea! we have sighted fifty- 
three !’ 

Then sware Lord Thomas Howard: ‘’Fore God I am 
no coward ; 

But I cannot meet them here, for my ships are out of 
gear, 

And the half my men are sick. I must fly, but follow 
quick. 

We are six ships of the line; can we fight with fifty- 
three ?’ 


Then spake Sir Richard Grenville: ‘I know you are 
no coward ; 

You fly them for a moment to fight with them again. 

But I’ve ninety men and more that are lying sick ashore. 

I should count myself the coward if I left them, my 
Lord Howard, 

To these Inquisition dogs and the devildoms of Spain.’ 


So Lord Howard past away with five ships of war 
that day, 

Till he melted like a cloud in the silent summer heaven ; 

But Sir Richard bore in hand all his sick men from 
the land 

Very carefully and slow, 

Men of Bideford in Devon, 

And we laid them on the ballast down below ; 

For we brought them all aboard, 
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AUT SPOLUS EGO IAM RAPTIS LAUDABOR OPIMIS, 
AUT LETO INSIGNI. . 


Insulae Oceano in magno stant nomine dictae 
Azores: has forte Leo devenerat oras, 
Cum subito, turbata ut avis, ruit aequore ab alto 
Lembus: et ‘Hispanae praesenti Marte carinae 
Quinquaginta adeunt.?’ Tum dux ‘Per sidera iuro 
Sancta’ inquit ‘vigilesque deos, non frigida bello 
Dextra meast: sed nec naves neque corpora nautis. 
Integra: languescunt morbo pars magna meorum. 
Cedendumst. Sequere ipse celer! Quis tendere contra 
Quinquaginta hostes cum senis navibus ausit?’ 
Ad quem deinde Leo: ‘Scio promptam ad fortia mentem 
Esse tibi. Fugis hine, fugiendo ut bella lacessas 
Altera: sed novies mihi corpora dena meorum 
In terra aegra iacent. Hos si nunc ferre relinquam 
Hispanorum odiis praedam, dux magne, furentum, 
Ipse mihi ignavus videar metuensque pericli.’ 

Continuo dux quinque abiit cum navibus Anglus 
Et mox, nimbus uti, tacitas vanescit in auras. 
Ast aegrum comites numerum manibusque levandum 
—Quos eadem tulerat tellus sociique Penates— 
Fert notam in puppim tardeque opus explet amicum, 


In latebrasque iubet navis deponier heros. 
E 


ΡΟ 


And they blest him in their pain, that they were not 
left to Spain, 

To the thumbscrew and the stake, for the glory of the 
Lord. 


He had only a hundred seamen to work the ship and 
to fight, 

And he sailed away from Flores till the Spaniard came 
in sight, 

With his huge sea-castles heaving upon the weather bow. 

‘Shall we fight or shall we fly? 

Good Sir Richard, tell us now, 

For to fight is but to die! 

There'll be little of us left by the time this sun be set.’ 

And Sir Richard said again: ‘ We be all good English men. 

Let us bang these dogs of Seville, the children of the 
devil, 

For I never turn’d my back upon Don or devil yet.’ 


Sir Richard spoke and he laugh’d, and we roar’da hurrah, 
and so 

The little Revenge ran on sheer into the heart of the foe, 

With her hundred fighters on deck, and her ninety sick 


below ; 
For half of their fleet to the right and half to the left 
Were seen, | 
And the little Revenge ran on thro’ the long sea-lan 
between. 


Thousands of their soldiers look’d down from their 
decks and laugh’d, 

Thousands of their seamen made mock at the mad little 
craft 
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Olli aegre laudare virum, quod linquere Hibero 

Haud tulerit, flammisque piis ferroque necandos, 

[Quippe deis placitum. | 

Centum adeo superant nautae, pugnamque viamque 

Qui properent. Mox vela facit, portumque relinquit. 

Ecce autem Hispanae turrita mole carinae 

Apparent a fronte procul: natat aequore classis. 

Conclamant socii: ‘Bellumne inferre paramus ὃ 

An potius tentanda fugast? Tua iussa manemus. 

Sed quae in Marte salus miseris? Sol ille recedens 

Exiguum e nobis, bone dux, superesse videbit.’ 
Talia dicta dabant: quibus imperterritus heros: 

‘Nos Angli sumus, atque Anglorum a stirpe creati. 

ΕΠ} agite, Hispanos ferro tundamus et igni, 

Nocte Ereboque satos. Me nec Cocytia turba 

Nec dum Hispanorum suboles dare terga coégit.’ 
Sic ait arridens: plausum ingeminavimus ipsi: 

At parva ingentes Ultrix procurrit in hostes, 

Per mediosque ruit: cui centum ad transtra sodales 

Stant, avidi conferre manum, pars cetera in alveo 

Aegra iacet. Circum dextra laevaque frequentes 

Hostiles inhiare rates. Per aplustra, per undas 

Protinus ipsa ruit, moliturque impigra cursum. 

Plurimus irridet miles de puppibus altis, 


Plurimus audaci convicia nauta phaselo 
E 2 
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Running on and on, till delay’d 
By their mountain-like San Philip that, of fifteen hundred 
tons, 
And up-shadowing high above us with her yawning 
tiers of guns, 
Took the breath from our sails, and we stay’d. 


And while now the great San Philip hung above us 
like a cloud 

Whence the thunderbolt will fall 

Long and loud, 

Four galleons drew away 

From the Spanish fleet that day, 

And two upon the larboard and two upon the starboard 
lay, 

And the battle-thunder broke from them all. 


But anon the great San Philip, she bethought herself 
and went 

Having that within her womb that had left her ill 
content ; 

And the rest they came aboard us, and they fought us 
hand to hand, 

For a dozen times they came with their pikes and mus- 
queteers, _ 

And a dozen times we shook ’em off as a dog that 
shakes his ears 

When he leaps from the water to the land. 


And the sun went down, and the stars came out far 


over the summer sea, 
But never a moment ceased the fight of the one and 
the fifty-three. 
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Ingerit: illa subit, non enarrabile eunti 
Dum latus aériamque opponit Cynthia molem, 
Montis opus, cui multiplici creberrima versu 
Machina Martis hiat. Superingruit illa, nec ultra 
Vela notos implere sinit: stetit aequore navis. 

Ac veluti nubes, Pater unde sonantia longe 
Tela iterare parat, sic nos super impendebat 
Cynthia. At hostili puppes e classe quaternae, 
Dextra duae ratis, emergunt, totidemque sinistra 
Aequora sortitae; prorisque a quattuor idem 
Prorupit fragor ac rauci vox ferrea Martis. 

Nec tamen ipsa diu vesanae Cynthia pugnae 
Suffecit: tanta turgescunt viscera peste : 
Abripuit se clade gravem. Manus altera saltu 
Nostram inimica ratem petit, obtruncatque virum vir 
Comminus. At quotiens hastasque inferre trudesque 
Ausi hostes, totiens turbam reiecimus omnem, 
Aures, exsiliens undis, ceu reicit Umber. 

Sol ruit interea: collucent sidere multo 
Aestivi late fluctus, Olli usque tot unam 


Diruere Ultricem tendunt: mora nulla duello. 
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Ship after ship, the whole night long, their high-built 
galleons came, 


Ship after ship, the whole night long, with her battle- 
thunder and flame; 


Ship after ship, the whole night long, drew back with 
her dead and her shame. 

For some were sunk and many were shatter’d, and so 
could fight us no more— 

God of battles, was ever a battle like this in the world 
before ? 


For he said ‘Fight on! fight on!’ 

Tho’ his vessel was all but a wreck ; 

And it chanced that, when half of the short summer 
night was gone, 

With a grisly wound to be drest he had left the deck, 

But a bullet struck him that was dressing it suddenly 
dead, 

And himself he was wounded again in the side and 
the head, 

And he said ‘Fight on! fight on!’ 


And the night went down, and the sun smiled out far 
over the summer sea, 

And the Spanish fleet with broken sides lay round us 
all in a ring; 

But they dared not touch us again, for they fear’d that 
we still could sting, 

So they watch’d what the end would be. 

And we had not fought them in vain, 

But in perilous plight were we, 

Seeing forty of our poor hundred were slain, 

And half of the rest of us maim’d for life 

In the crash of the cannonades and the desperate strife ; 


a δα, 
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Certatim immensae noctem, quam longa, carinae 


_ Exercere vices; nunc Martem accendere telis, 


Nunc tentare aditum, multa nune morte referri, 

Victa inhonora acies. Partem obruit aequore pontus, 

Missilibus confossa iacet pars maxima telis, 

Nec patiens ultra pugnae. Te, maxime, testor, 

Te, Gradive pater, nusquam certamine tanto 

Antehac bellatum. ‘Ferro decernite, ferro, 

O socii!’ quassa penitus iubet ille carina. 

Iamque fere medium cursu traiecerat orbem 

Nox brevis. Ipse, gravi tardatus volnere, ab alta 

Descendit puppi, ac, ‘Fer opem,’ conclamat, ‘Iapi! 

Volneror.’ Is, medicas adhibet dum callidus artes, 

Deicitur : strictusque caput strictusque lacertos 

Ipse Leo: et ‘Ferro,’ vel adhuc, ‘ferro,’ inquit, ‘agen- 
dumst !’ 

Nox ruit interea: largo sol lumine lustrat 
Aestivum late pelagus. Circa undique Hiberas 
Aspiceres, fractam, naves haerere, coronam. 

Non tamen ulterius, non illi instare feroces 
Indomitis: metuunt ut nos impune lacessant. 

Stat finem exspectare procul. Nec inania nobis 
Proelia et incassum fusus labor. Ultima sed nunc 
Alea: tot crebro tormenta sonantia leto 


Corpora truncarant, tot acerbo funere nautae 
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And the sick men down in the hold were most of them 
stark and cold, 

And the pikes were all broken or bent, and the powder 
was all of it spent; 

And the masts and the rigging were lying over the side ; 

But Sir Richard cried in his English pride, 

‘We have fought such a fight for a day and a night 

As may never be fought again ! 

We have won great glory, my men! 

And a day less or more 

At sea or ashore, 

We die-—does it matter when? 

Sink me the ship, Master Gunner—sink her, split her 
in twain ! , 

Fall into the hands of God, not into the hands of Spain !’ 


And the gunner said ‘ Ay, ay,’ but the seamen made reply: 

‘We have children, we have wives, 

And the Lord hath spared our lives, 

We will make the Spaniard promise, if we yield, to let 
us go; 

We shall live to fight again and to strike another blow.’ 

And the lion there lay dying, and they yielded to the foe. 


And the stately Spanish men to their flagship bore him 
then, 

Where they laid him by the mast, old Sir Richard 
caught at last, 

And they praised him to his face with their courtly foreign 
grace. 

But he rose upon their decks, and he cried: 


sla DAT i 8 oe 
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Absumpti: neque materiem Mars sufficit ultra 
Ipse neci, Perit in caecis frigetque latebris 
Aegra cohors: fractaeque sudes tortaeque recumbunt: 
Nudatumst maloque latus velisque carina. 

At patriae memor ille suae patriique pudoris: 
‘Ingens res effecta! Diemque ex ordine noctemque 
Intulimus pugnam, qualem venientia nunquam 
Saecla iterum aspicient. Quid si sors debita plures 
Datve negatve dies? Aderit terrave marive 
Mors extrema. Quid, hanc vel si propere adferet aetas, 
Quid refert, socii? En, flammisque magister et arte 
Disiciat navem: medium effundamur in aestum. 
Tradamur superis. Sic sic fugiamus Hiberum !’ 

Assensit bellator: at instat nautica pubes: 

‘Sunt nobis nuptae, bone dux, sunt dulcia nati 
Pignora: nec tali sine dis superavimus auso. 
Immo agite, Hispano nunc si cedemus, id ipse 
Iuret opus, nos nostra iterum se in iura daturum. 
Servatos rursum bello experietur et armis.’ 

Haec illi: ipse in morte iacet: sic ceditur hosti. 
Tum ducis ad navem proceres, taciturna, Leonem, 
Turba, ferunt: maloque senem posuere sub alto 
Captum adeo, lautoque viri praeconia cultu 


Coram attestantur. Contra 1116 erectus in hostes 
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‘I have fought for Queen and Faith like a valiant man 
and true; 

I have only done my duty as a man is bound to do: 

With a joyful spirit I Sir Richard Grenville die!’ 

And he fell upon their decks, and he died. 


And they stared at the dead that had been so.valiant 
and true, 

And had holden the power and glory of Spain so cheap 

That he dared her with one little ship and his English 
few ; 

Was he devil or man? He was devil for aught they 
knew, 

But they sank his body with honour down into the deep, 

And they mann’d the Revenge with a swarthier alien 
crew, 

And away she sail’d with her loss and long’d for her own ; 

When a wind from the lands they had ruin’d awoke 
from sleep, 

And the water began to heave and the weather to moan, 

And or ever that evening ended a great gale blew, 

And a wave like the wave that is raised by an earth- 
quake grew, 

Till it smote on their hulls and their sails and their 
masts and their flags, 

And the whole sea plunged and fell on the shot-shatter’d 
navy of Spain, 

And the little Revenge herself went down by the island 
crags 

To be lost evermore in the main. 

TENNYSON, 
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‘Pro regina’ inquit ‘pro religione parentum 

Pugnavi, solitum forti. Pia proelia movi, 

Ut decuit. Nune sponte equidem non funere acerbo 

Auferor.’ Haee dicens cecidit: calor ossa reliquit. 
Obstipuere illi virtutem ac fida perempti 

Facta ducis, magni qui famam ac robur Hiberi, 

Nave ferox una, paucis comitantibus Anglis, 
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Luserat. ‘Humanisne’ rogant ‘ea viribus acta? 
An Stygiae deus ille domus?’ Sit Erinibus ortus ; 
Non sine honore tamen pelago dant ossa profundo. 
Captam deinde ratem manus advena voltibus atris 
Occupat: illa abiit spoliata, suosque requirit. 

At cito direptis Notus experrectus ab oris 
Sollicitat pelagus: miscent vaga murmura caelum. 
Tum, nondum exacto, furibundus, vespere, ventus 
Crebruit: ac (ceu cum terram Neptunus et undas 
Concussit) malisque minans remisque ruinam 
Unda aplustra ferit subigitque horrenda carinas:— 
Totus agit quassos certamine pontus Hiberos. 


Ipsa, suorum Ultrix, ubi saxis scinditur aequor, 


Decidit in -vastas, nunquam reparabilis, undas, 
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SIR GALAHAD. 


A maiden knight—to me is given 
Such hope, I know not fear; 

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven 
That often meet me here, 

I muse on joy that will not cease, 
Pure spaces clothed in living beams, 

Pure lilies of eternal peace, 
Whose odours haunt my dreams; 

And, stricken by an angel’s hand, 
This mortal armour that I wear, 

This weight and size, this heart and eyes, 
Are touch’d, are turn’d to finest air. 


The clouds are broken in the sky, 
And thro’ the mountain-walls 

A rolling organ-harmony 
Swells up, and shakes and falls. 

Then move the trees, the copses nod, 
Wings flutter, voices hover clear: 

‘O just and faithful knight of God! 
Ride on! the prize is near.’ 

So pass I hostel, hall, and grange ; 
By bridge and ford, by park and pale, 

All-arm’d I ride, whate’er betide, 
Until I find the holy Grail. 


TENNYSON. 


61 


FRUITURQUE DEORUM 
COLLOQUIO. 


Pura manus armat cuspis, spe pectora turgent ; 
Novimus imbellem depulimusque metum ; 
Aetherias aveo spirare licentius auras ; 
Aetherius terras est ubi ditet odor. 
Laetitiae subeunt aeternaque gaudia mentem,— 
Indelibatae lucida templa die. 
Dulcia sopitos delectant lilia sensus ; 
Conscius ambrosio fragrat odore torus. 
Labitur axe deus, mitique immania tangit 
Arma manu, tangit lumina, tangit onus; 
Ilicet aere gravi clipeus, ferrataque cuspis 
Fit tangente levis, mobiliorque noto. 
Scindunt se nubes, magnusque aperitur Olympus ; 
Dissiliunt montes; claustra reclusa patent ; 
Unde ciet nune voce levi nune illa sonora 
Musa melos, miros eiaculata modos. 

Intremuit Zephyro nemus arboreaeque vacillant 
Ecce comae; en, alas! en, monitusque Dei! 
‘Macte,’ ait ille, ‘fide! superum iustissime miles, 

Perge ; pererrata stat prope meta via.’ 
Haec meditans, humilesque casas turresque potentum 
Praetereo, pontem, pergama, saepta, salum., 
Armatus propero quo me sors cunque vocarit, 
Donec Sancta tuor Pocula, donec Erum. 
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FROM DOCTOR FAUSTUS. 


Was this the face that launch’d a thousand ships, 
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium ?— 

Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss. 
Her lips suck forth my soul: see where it flies !— 
Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again. 
Here will I dwell, for heaven is in these lips, 
And all is dross that is not Helena. 

I will be Paris, and for love of thee, 

Instead of Troy, shall Wertenberg be sacked ; 
And I will combat with weak Menelaus, 

And wear thy colours on my pluméd crest ; 

Yea I will wound Achilles in the heel, 

And then return to Helen for a kiss. 

O, thou art fairer than the evening air 

Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars ; 

Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter 

When he appeared to hapless Semele ; 

More lovely than the monarch of the sky 

In wanton Arethusa’s azur’d arms; 

And none but thou shalt be my paramour! 


CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE. 
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ΑΙΝΩΣ ΑΘΑΝΑΤΗΙΣΙ ΘΕΗ͂ΙΣ ΕἸΣ ΩΠΑ EOIKEN, 


"Ho οὖν ἐκείνη" τῆσδε μυρίοι χάριν 
ναυσὶν καθορμηθέντες, ἀστρογείτονας 
πύργους ἔπρησαν, Ἰλίου τ᾽ ἀκρόπτολιν. 
Ἑλένη, σὺ δ᾽ ἡμᾶς δαίμοσιν κύσασ᾽ ἴσου. 
φεῦ, φεῦ" ψυχὴν γὰρ ἀμὴν καρδίας ἀφείλκυσας, 
ἴδ᾽ of ἀνέπτη ; δεῦρο, φίλτατον κάρα, 
δεῦρ᾽ ἐλθέ, κἀμοὶ δός νιν εἰσαῦθις λαβεῖν. 
HO ἡμὶν ἥδε δαίμοσιν προσεμφερὴς 
ἔσται ξύνοικος" πάντα δ᾽ οὐδαμοῦ λέγω 
πλὴν σοῦ, ,Φερίστη, χειλέων τε σῶν γάνους. 
ἔσομαι άρις σοι, καὶ πόλιν σέθεν χάριν 
τήνδ᾽, οὐχὶ Ῥροίαν, εἶμι κἀκπέρσω βίᾳ. 
μολὼν δ᾽ ἀτόλμῳ Μενέλεῳ ξυστήσομαι, 
τὸ σὸν προσάψας δῶρον ἱππείῳ κράνει" 
βαλὼν δ᾽ ὄπισθεν ποδὸς ᾿Αχιλλέα μέγαν 
τῶν σῶν κάτειμι χειλέων δρέψων μέλι----- 
ὥ καλλίμορφε, σὸν γὰρ οὐρανοῦ δέμας 
κάλλιον αὐδῶ νυκτέρων τε σημάτων, 
καὶ τοῦ φλογωποῦ φέρτερον Ζηνὸς μακρῷ 
Σεμέλη ξυναλλαχθέντος ἀθλίᾳ ποτέ. 
αὐτὸν μὲν οὖν σὺ χἤλιον μεγασθενῆ 
πρέπουσα νικᾷς, γοργὸν ᾿Αρεθούσης πόσιν. 
σὺ 0, οὔτις ἄλλη, τοῦδε κεκλήση δάμαρ. 
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GIBRALTAR, 


Seven weeks of sea and twice seven days of storm 
Upon the huge Atlantic, and once more 
We ride into still water and the calm 
Of a sweet evening screened by either shore 
Of Spain and Barbary. Our toils are o’er, 
Our exile is accomplished. Once again | 
We look on Europe, mistress as of yore 
Of the fair earth and of the hearts of men. 
Ay, this is the famed rock, which Hercules 
And Goth and Moor bequeathed us. At this door 
England stands sentry. God! to hear the shrill 
Sweet treble of her fifes upon the breeze, 
And at the summons of the rock-gun’s roar 
To see her red-coats marching from the hill. 
W. 5. Brunt. 
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CALPE. 


Longum urgemus iter, longa ratis acta procella 
Lustrat Atlantei marmora lata sali: 

Fessa tamen tutas sero devenit ad oras, 
Vesper ubi placido lumine tingit aquas. 

Barbaria hine, illine protendit Hiberia litus ; 
Haec operum exsulibus meta; peracta viast : 

Iamque, Europa, tuos iterum aspectamus honores, 
Maxima terrarum, maxima cura virum. 

Haec erat illa silex, Maurique experta Gothique 
Tura prius ;—nune nos Herculis auget opus. 

Anglus ad hoe limen custos sedet; audin’ ut auras 
Impleat arguto buccina nota sono? 

Seu scopulis edit raucum vox ferrea iussum, 


Quantam signa movent patria laetitiam ! 
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MARMION. 


Why need my tongue the issue tell? 
We ran our course,—my charger fell ; 
What could he ’gainst the shock of hell? 
I roll’d upon the plain. 
High o’er my head, with threatening hand, 
The spectre shook his naked brand ; 
Yet did the worst remain: 
My dazzled eyes I upward cast,— 
Not opening hell itself could blast 
Their sight, like what I saw! 
Full on his face the moonbeam strook,— 
A face could never be mistook! 
I knew the stern vindictive look, 
And held my breath for awe. 
Thrice o’er my head he shook the blade ; 
But when to good Saint George I pray’d, 
(The first time e’er I ask’d his aid,) 
He plung’d it in the sheath ; 
And, on his courser mounting light, 
He seem’d to vanish from my sight: 
The moonbeam droop’d, and deepest night 
Sunk down upon the heath. 


Srtr WALTER Scort. 
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VOS, O MIHI MANES 
ESTE BONT! 


Cur verbis volgare velim quae deinde secuta? 
Contulimusque manus, et equo titubante ruebam 
Pronus humi. Quid equus Stygio contendat Averno? 
Iamque, inhians capiti, gladium rotat ille coruscum 
Desuper, intenditque manum. At graviora manebant. 
Suspicio, visusque aegre per cuncta ferenti 

Deriguere oculi: veluti terra ima dehiscens 

Tartareis aciem domibus praestringat apertis. 

Nam lunae nitet adverso sub lumine voltus, 

Voltus vindicta (quisnam nesciret ?) amara 

Terribilis: mihi corda labant; vox faucibus haesit. 
Ardentem caput ille supra ter concutit ensem. 

At simul auxilio indigetes in vota vocavi 

Voce deos, numenque mihi non ante petitum, 
Continuitque manum vaginaque abdidit ensem: 

Inde, exceptus equo, tenues ceu fumus in auras 
Effugit. Nimbis iterum se Luna tegebat, 


Atque iterum in campos Nox intempesta ruebat. 
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SNOW DROPS. 


Without the dry trees groan and shiver, 
The curtained sun in his cloud doth sleep, 

And through the chamber casement ever 
Murmurs the roll of the distant deep. 


By the maiden’s side on the couch were lying, 
Blending their delicate green and white, 

Children of winter, half-closed and dying, 
Flowers that are born ere spring is in sight. 


Slowly she spake in a voice of sorrow: 
‘Gentle flowers, live yet to-day, 

But when I shall have died to-morrow, 
Droop ye, and wither, and fall away. 


‘Yet a few hours, then droop and wither ; 
Silently fade and fall with me; 

Far from the sun we will rest together, 
Shut from the sound of the moaning sea.’ 


Ah, poor maid! nor father nor mother 
Soothe thy spirit passing away ; 

Only my hands, the hands of a brother, 
Gathered those snowdrops yesterday. 


Why wilt thou take the heart I cherish ? 
Rightly, O Death, art thou called unkind— 
Victims twain by this stroke have perished, 


One in body—and one in mind. 
P. S. Worstey. 


69 


FLOS FLORUM. 


Sollicitant nemora alta noti: gemit arida pinus: 
Sol gravidum nimbis condidit ipse caput. i 
Tecta silent, ni quod per apertas usque fenestras 
Longinqui resonant murmura maesta sali. 
Strata iacet lecto Lalage; flos daedalus ornat 
Eece, torum, viridi candidus ille coma; 
Progenies, quam fundit hiemps, ver ante tueri 
Quam datur ; at marcet gratia, transit honor. 
Ipsa graves rumpit gemitus, tardeque profatur ; 
‘Hune, oro, flores, vos quoque ferte diem! 
Cras, ubi me mea fata prement, marcescite mecum ; 
Vos eadem tabes, vos eadem hora domet. 
Vix paucae fuerint horae, mutique cadetis ; 
Una ambos macies auferet, una dies, 
Sole procul rapido cella ponemur eadem ; 
Actum erit: occlusis auribus unda gemet.’ 
Sic ait infelix, cui nec pater ultima flenti 
Nec genetrix natae dulce levamen adest. 
Unicus hesterna flores sub luce nivales 
Carpsi ego fraterna, munus inane, manu. 
Cur mihi dilectam properas, Mors atra, sororem 
Furari? recte nomen ‘ Atrocis’ habes. 
Uno namque duos ictu manus ista peremit,— 
Vivere compulso fratre, sorore mori. 
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DEATH AS A FRIEND. 


Come lovely and soothing death, 

Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving, 
In the day, in the night, to all, to each, 

Sooner or later delicate death. 


Prais’d be the fathomless universe, 

For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious, 
And for love, sweet love—but praise! praise! praise! 
For the sure-entwining arms of cool-enfolding death. 


Dark mother always gliding near with soft feet, 

Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest welcome ? 
Then I chant it for thee, I glorify thee above all, 

I bring thee a song that when thou must indeed come, 


come unfalteringly. 


Approach strong deliveress, 

When it is so, when thou hast taken them I joyously 
sing the dead,.... 

Laved in the flood of thy bliss, O death. 


Watt WHiTman. 


71 


DULCIS ET ALTA QUIES. 


Hue, Mors, verte gradus, pulchra, volubiles, 
Tormentumque adhibe lene petentibus, © 
Seu noctis tibi gratum 
Tempus, sive placet dies. 
Te cuncti precibus serius ocius 
Turbati placidam te petimus ducem, 
Amplexuque foveri 
Molli quisque cupit tuo. 
Qui mundum imperio dirigit arduum 
Et vitam dedit et gaudia gentibus, 
Qui miracula rerum 
Serutari sinit, ac frui 
Gratis praecipue donat amoribus, 
Laudandum celebro. Sed ter et amplius 
Te, Mors, ambitiosis 
Laudo, frigida, brachiis. 
Salvete! neque enim mater abes procul 
Unquam, sed teneris, nubila, gressibus 
Fallis praeter euntes 
Indictae dea gloriae. 
Ergo te cupidis carminibus fero 
Dilectam ante alias plenius hospitas, 
Reginamque saluto 
Multa laetus adorea. 
Unum oro numeris hoe tribuas meis, 
Ut cursu venias, cum venies, cito 
Tempestiva. Quietem 
Tu das una dolentibus. 
Ergo, invicta, veni! cum semel occidunt, 
Te cogente, tui, non ego lacrimas 
Effundo, sed in istam 
Mersos laetitiam cano. 
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OLD SONG. 


Love was once a little boy, heigho, heigho! 

Then with him ’twas sweet to toy, heigho, heigho! 
He was then so innocent, 
Not as now on mischief bent. 

Free he came and harmless went, heigho, heigho! 


Love is now a little man, heigho, heigho! 
And a very saucy one, heigho, heigho! 

He cocks his chin and looks so smart 

As though he owned each maiden’s heart ; 
I wish he felt his own keen dart, heigho, heigho! 


Love will soon be growing old, heigho, heigho! 
Half his day’s already told, heigho, heigho! 
When he’s dead and buried too, 
What will you poor maidens do? 
I’m sure I cannot tell,—can you? heigho, heigho! 
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QUICUNQUE ILLE FUIT PUERUM QUI PINXIT AMOREM, 
NONNE PUTAS MIRAS HUNC HABUISSE MANUS ? 


Impubes Amor ille prius sociusque iocorum 
Dulcis erat,--simplex et sine fraude puer. 

Noxia nunc meditatur; at olim liber adibat, 
Innocuus coeptum mox repetebat iter. 

Nune maturus et aetatis lascivus adultae 
Quam iucundus adit quam nitidusque deus! 

Credideris cunctas huic se vovisse puellas; 
O utinam telis ardeat ipse suis! 

Dimidium sed carpsit iter; mox ipse senescet, 
Mortuus iniecta mox requiescet humo. 

Virginibus teneris quid tune remanebit agendum ? 
Non opis est nostrae dicere. Tune potes? 


Ἣν χρόνος, ἡνίκ᾽ "Epos Tals ἔπλετο νήπιος αὕτως. ᾿ 
τηνίκα συμπαίζειν ὡς γλυκερὸν τὸ βρέφος. 

οὐκ ἀέκουσιν ἑκὼν παρεγίγνετο, καῦθις ἀπήμων 
οὔτε κακὸν ῥάψας ἤϊεν, οὔτ᾽ ἀπάτην. 

νῦν δ᾽ ὅγε μικκὸς ἀνὴρ καὶ ἀτάσθαλος, οὐκέτι κοῦρος, 
καὶ μάλα γαυροῦται καὶ σοβαρόν τι γελᾷ, 

ὡσπερανεὶ πάσαισιν ἅδη, πάσαισί T ἀνάσση. 
Ζεῦ πάτερ, οἰκείοις εἴθ᾽ ἐδάμη βέλεσιν. 

ἀλλ᾽ ἤδη γηράσκει "Epos, τάχα δ᾽ αὐτὸς ὀλεῖται, 
ὡς βιότου τελέσας ἥμισυ μῆκος ἔχει. 

εὖτε δὲ τεθνηῶτι, φίλαι, τάφος ἐκτετέλεσται, 
τίφθ᾽ ὑμῖν----ἀποροῦντ᾽ εἴπατε,----γαῖα φέρει ; 


74 


THE HOLY GRAIL. 


I burst the chain, I sprang into the boat. 

Seven days I drove along the dreary deep, 

And with me drove the moon and all the stars; 
And the wind fell, and on the seventh night 

I heard the shingle grinding in the surge, 

And felt the boat shock earth, and looking up, 
Behold, the enchanted towers of Carbonek, 

A castle like a rock upon a rock, 

With chasm-like portals open to the sea, 

And steps that met the breaker! there was none 
Stood near it but a lion on each side 

That kept the entry, and the moon was full. 

Then from the boat I leapt, and up the stairs. 
There drew my sword. With sudden-flaring manes 
Those two great beasts rose upright like a man, 
Kach gript a shoulder, and I stood between ; 

And, when I would have smitten them, heard a voice, 
‘Doubt not, go forward; if thou doubt, the beasts 
Will tear thee piecemeal.’ Then with violence 
The sword was dash’d from out my hand, and fell. 
And up into the sounding hall I past; 

But nothing in the sounding hall I saw, 

No bench nor table, painting on the wall 

Or shield of knight; only the rounded moon 

Thro’ the tall oriel on the rolling sea. 


TENNYSON. 


Ee a ee 
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FAMAM EXTENDERE FACTIS. 


Vincla seco; subii navem, pelagusque peragrans 
Septenos vidi se tollere ab aequore soles 

Deserto: luna ipsa ratem stellaeque sequuntur. 
Post senas tandem noctes, ponentibus euris, 
Assonat effractus lapidoso in litore fluctus ; 

Prora tremit; terram attigerat ‘sensi ipse) carina. 
Suspicio: magica apparent castella Maricae, 
Apparent turres saxisque haerentia saxa. 
Portarum immanis se pandit ad aequora hiatus. 
Pendentes ferit unda gradus. In limine custos 
Nullus erat: formae tantum elucere leonum 
Binae adeo. Phoebe pleno superimminet orbe. 
Deserui navem, scalasque evadere tendo, 

Ense simul stricto, subito cum exorta tumultu 
Monstra virum ritu surgunt retinentque ruentem. 
Prendit uterque humerum, quassatque comantia colla. 
Ac ferro irrueram, ni vox sonuisset in aures, 
‘Pone moras; molire viam, ne forte morantem 
Dilacerent’: validaque simul vi concidit ictus 

Ad terram e manibus mucro fallitque tenentem. 
Ilicet in turrim propero sedesque sonoras, 

Nec tamen in tectis quicquam apparere sonoris, 
Nec sellae, nec mensa virum; non parma pependit 
A wmuris, tabulaeve decus: tantum unda gemescit 
Turbida, perque altas orbis nitet ille fenestras. 
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THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL. 


Vital spark of heavenly flame, 

Quit, O quit this mortal frame! 

Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying, 

Oh the pain, the bliss of dying! 
Cease, fond nature, cease thy strife, 
And let me languish into life! 


Hark, they whisper; angels say 
‘Sister spirit, come away!’ 

What is this absorbs me quite, 
Steals my senses, shuts my sight, 
Drowns my spirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my soul, can this be death? 


The world recedes; it disappears ! 
Heaven opens on my eyes! my ears 
With sounds seraphic ring: 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly! 
O Grave, where is thy victory? 
O Death, where is thy sting? 


Pope. 
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ANIMULA VAGULA, BLANDULA... 


Caelestis scintilla animae, vis ignea mentis; 
Kia age, terrena tempus abire domo. 

Nune spem, nunc luctum experior: properoque mororque: 
Tam mihi iucundumst, tam mihi triste mori! 

Sed quid enim, Natura, petis? fuge, vana, morari! 
Languidus e vita mittar in Elysium. 

Iamque (adverte!) chorus plusquam mortale canentum 
Affinemque iubent unanimumque sequi. 

Quid patior? Totus videor decedere vita ; 
Mens abit; ablata lumina luce natant. 

Nec spirare datur, neque res discernere rebus ; 
Siccine fas Genio solvar ab ipse meo? 

Effugiunt oculos terrae, falluntque tuentem 
Omnia. Gaudendumst iam propiore Deo! 

Adde alas! tollarque cito repetamque volatu 
Aethera !—caelicolum carmen in aure sonat. 

Mors, irrisa iaces; ubi nunc, devicta, potestas 
Ista tua? expulsost parta dolore quies. 
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JAEL. 


She put her hand to the nail, 

And her right hand to the workmen’s hammer ; 

And with the hammer she smote Sisera, she smote 
through his head, 

Yea, she pierced and struck through his temples. 

At her feet he bowed, he fell, he lay: 

At her feet he bowed, he fell: 

Where he bowed, there he fell down dead. 

Through the window she looked forth, and cried, 

The mother of Sisera cried through the lattice, 

Why is his chariot so long in coming? 

Why tarry the wheels of his chariots? 

Her wise ladies answered her, 

Yea, she returned answer to herself, 

Have they not found, have they not divided the spoil? 

A damsel, two damsels to every man; 

To Sisera a spoil of divers colours, 

A spoil of divers colours of embroidery, 

Of divers colours of embroidery on both sides, meet 
for the necks of them that take the spoil? 

So let all thine enemies perish, O Lord: 

But let them that love him be as the sun when he 
goeth forth in his might. 
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DUX FEMINA FACTI. 


Aaa μὲν ἔσχε γόμφον, ἐν δὲ δεξιᾷ 

“5 U e ~ a\™ ε ’ 
ἀδαμάντινον ῥαιστῆρα. χὠδ᾽ ὡπλισμένη 
κορσῶν διαμπὰξ διατόρον θείνει γνάθον---- 
βάλλει δ᾽ Ἰάρβαν κἀπολωτίζει κάρα. 

χὠ μὲν προπίπτει, πρὸς ποσὶν δὲ κείμενος 

»” 43, οα Β ‘ , , 
ἤσπαιρ᾽, ἔθνησκεν: ἡ δὲ παμμήτωρ πρόμου 
θυρίδων διαθροῦσ᾽ εἶπε τοιοῦτον λόγον" 

“ri δῆτα μέλλει; τί ποτε δ᾽ οὐδὲ σὺν χρόνῳ 

’ ~ Ἁ 9 ~ , 32 
τόσῳ κατῆλθε κλεινὸς ἐν κλεινῷ δίφρῳ ; 
σοφαὶ δ᾽ ἀπεκρίναντο μητέρες τέκνων, 

94 ι a » , ᾽ εἰ FE , 
αὐτὴ μὲν οὖν ἐφθέγξατ᾽ - “οὐκ ἔκρανέ πω 
ἼΑρης ἀμιλλαν; οὐκ ἐκληρώθη πάλος; 
ἀνδρῶν ἑκάστῳ διπτύχων ζεῦγος κορῶν 

A δὶ " ad , ὃ ’ 
καὶ παιδὶ τὠμῷ ποικιλείμονες χλιδαΐ, 
παναίολον πέπλωμα, βασιλικὸν γέρας, 

A , . >] , A ” 
τῶν καλλινίκων οὐκ ἀνάξιον χερῶν. 

“ 2᾽ὦ ~ εἴ ς , 
οὕτως ὅλοιτο πᾶς ὃς ἀντέστη Θεῷ: 
εὐδαιμονοίη δ᾽ εἴ τις εὐσεβὴς ἔφυ 
διφρηλατοῦντος ἐν τρόποισιν ᾿Ἡλίου. 
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SCOTS, WHA HAE Wr’ WALLACE BLED. 


Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led, 
Welcome to your gory bed, 

Or to victorie! 


Now’s the day, and now’s the hour ; 

See the front o’ battle lour! 

See approach proud Edward’s power— 
Chains and slaverie! 


Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward’s grave? 
Wha sae base as be a slave? 
Let him turn and flee! 


Wha for Scotland’s king and law 
Freedom’s sword will strongly draw, 
Free-man stand, or free-man fa’, 

Let him on wi’ me! 


By oppression’s woes and pains! 
By your sons in servile chains! 
We will drain our dearest veins, 
But they shall be free! 


Lay the proud usurpers low! 
Tyrants fall in every foe! 
Liberty’s in every blow! 


Let us do, or die! 
Burns. 
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BRUTUS PORSENNAE SIGNA ILLATURUS SUOS 
ALLOQUITUR. 


Romulidae, Tullo prius auspice volnera passi, 
Romulidae, Bruti signa secuta manus; 

Intrepidi, salvete, viri,—seu vincere donat 
Omnipotens, multo sanguine sive mori! 

Venit magna dies; casum tulit hora supremum: 
Cernitis ? infensos Mars struit ipse globos. 

Mars struit ipse globos, gliscitque superbia Tusci, 
Vincula qui nobis servitiumque parat. 

Eequis adest, laesa qui maiestate notari 
Sustineat ? tumulo qui sine laude tegi? 

Kequis adest, qui (turpe!) iugo det colla tyranni? 
Hic abeat, foedam praecipitetque fugam ! 

At vos, pro patriae ducibus, pro lege parati 
Moliri gladios, libera turba, pios ; 

Vivere, sive mori, cum libertate iuvabit. 
Mecum agite, hostiles ferte, fugate minas! 

Per quot erunt luctus, quot probra indigna, revictis, 
Per pueros vinclis, pignora cara, datos! 

Quicquid inest venis fas effudisse cruoris, 
Non tamen est nostros qui ditione premat. 

Depereat, qui nostra petit! quot sternitis hostes, 
Tarquinios totidem, credite, condet humus. 

Quotcunque obruitis, pro Libertate litantur. 
Vincamus; victis sors erit una—mori! 
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MICHAEL. 


There is a comfort in the strength of love; 
"Twill make a thing endurable, which else 
Would overset the brain, or break the heart: 
I have conversed with more than one who well 
Remember the old man, and what he was 
Years after he had heard this heavy news. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of an unusual strength. Among the rocks 
He went, and still looked up towards the sun, 
And listened to the wind; and, as before, 
Performed all kinds of labour for his sheep, 
And for the land his small inheritance. 

And to that hollow dell from time to time 
Did he repair, to build the fold of which 

His flock had need. ’Tis not forgotten yet 
The pity which was then in every heart 

For the old man—and ‘tis believed by all 
That many and many a day he thither went, 


And never lifted up a single stone. : 
WorpswortTH. 
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FERRE, PATI, PETIISSE, ET NON CESSISSE 
PETENDO. 


Sunt quae subdit amor solatia: ferre docebit 
Omnia, nec mentem patitur, nec corda domari. 
Atque aliquos novi ipse, senex queis notus, agrestes, 
Qui durum meminere virum, qualisque videri 
Consuerit, postquam hic violavit nuntius aures. 
Ille quidem puer eximiis idemque senescens 
Viribus emicuit. Saepe inter saxa meabat 
Ardua, saepe oculos Phoebi convertit ad ortus, 
Captabatve notum. Varios velut ante labores 
Exercebat ; oves dominum campique iuvabant 
Exigui, veterum sors illibata parentum. 

Saepe cava sub valle viam properabat: at illic 
Molibatur opus, pecori hospitiumque laremque. 
Nota loquor, necdum fama obscuratur ab annis, 
Nam gens tota senis doluit persaepe dolore. 
Illud item referunt, ut saepe sub ardua montis 
Saepe agitaret iter, lapidem nec moverit unum. 
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PHILLIS. 


Phillis is my only joy, 

Faithless as the winds or seas: 
Sometimes coming, sometimes coy, 
Yet she never fails to please ; 
If with a frown 
I am cast down, 

Phillis smiling 
And beguiling 
Makes me happier than before. 


Though, alas! too late I find, 
Nothing can her fancy fix; 
Yet the moment she is kind, 
I forgive her all her tricks ; 
Which though I see, 
I can’t get free; 
She deceiving, 
I believing ; 
What need lovers wish for more? 
Str C. SepLey. 


WHOM THE GODS LOVE. 


A slumber did my spirit seal ; 
I had no human fears: 

She seemed a thing that could not feel 
The touch of earthly years. 


No motion has she now, no force ; 
She neither hears nor sees, 
Rolled round in earth’s diurnal course, 


With rocks, and stones, and trees. 
WorbDswortTH. 
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IMMITIS GLYCERA. 


Phyllida semper amo nymphis magis omnibus unam,— 
Sit levior ventis perfidiorque salo.— 

Sive meos audit, seu dedignatur, amores ; 
Quicquid agit, semper Phyllis ubique placet. 

Scilicet obtutu quoties me laesit amaro, | 
Cogit ab illecebris plus caluisse novis. 

Me miserum! (didici tandem) mutabilis illast ; 
Indelibata nescit amare fide, 

At simul ac nostros audis placata calores, 
Do veniam culpae, Phylli dolosa, tuae.— 

Falsa quidemst certe, sed adhue ego credulus uror. — 


Fidam ego fallaci, sic Amor optet, erae. 


HN OI ΘΕΟῚ ®IAOTY ATIOONHSKEI NEA, 


Scilicet mentem sopor opprimebat 

Insciam, quo tu rueres, amica 

Chlori. Quis mortem tibi, quis nocere 
Crederet annos ? 

Nune iaces. Volvenda premit iacentem 

Terra, per longosque dies, ut arbor 

Aut lapis, torpes. Nihil audientem 
Umbra coercet. 
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IF I GO NOT AWAY. 


Our Blest Redeemer, ere He breath’d 
His tender last farewell, 

A Guide, a Comforter, bequeath’d 
With us to dwell. 


He came sweet influence to impart, 
A gracious willing Guest, 

While He can find one humble heart 
Wherein to rest. 


And His that gentle voice we hear, 
Soft as the breath of even, 

That checks each fault, that calms each. fear, 
And speaks of Heav’n. 


And every virtue we possess, 
And every conquest won, 
And every thought of holiness 

Are His alone. 


Spirit of purity and grace, 
Our weakness, pitying, see: 

O make our hearts Thy dwelling-place 
And worthier Thee. 


HARRIET AUBER. 
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NON NOBIS, ΡΟΜΙ͂ΝΕ! 


Beatus ante Nostra quam Christus Salus 
Valere iusserat suos, 

Ducem reliquit Auspicemque amabilem 
Piis fovendum cordibus. 

O quam benigna caelitus solatia 
Hospes receptus annuit, 

Donec vel unus corde sufficit domum 
Intaminatam fastibus. 

Illius alma vox in aure consonat, 
Ceu lenis aura vesperi, 

Quae vitia pellit cuncta, quae placat metus, 
Caelumque suadet quaerere., 

At si quid ima mente virtutis viget, 
Si quid laborarunt manus, 

Divinioris si quid hausimus studi, 
Est Eius omne muneris, 

O castitatis atque gratiae potens, 
Quin tu iacentes sublevas ? 

Haec, haec, precamur, condere in praecordia, et 
Nos digniores fac Tui. 


88 


SONNET COMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE. — 


Earth has not anything to show more fair: 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty: 

This City now doth, like a garment, wear 
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare, 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky; 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifully steep 

In his first splendour valley, rock, or hill; 
Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep! 

The river glideth at his own sweet will: 
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep ; 
And all that mighty heart is lying still! 


W oRDSWORTH. 


REGRET. 


One asked of Regret, 
And I made reply: 

To have held the bird, 
And let it fly ; 

To have seen the star 
For a moment nigh, 

And lost it 
Through a slothful eye ; 

To have plucked the flower 
And cast it by; 

To have one only hope— 
To die. 


RicHArRD LE GALLIENNE. 
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EXAUDI, REGINA TUI PULCHERRIMA MUNDI. 


Hoe nihil aspectu cernas formosius usquam : 
A, pereat quem non talia visa tenent ! 

Tantus ab egregio fluvii decor enitet ore: 
Tam molli vestit Roma lepore caput. 

Lux oritur. Siluere tholi, siluere carinae: 
Cuncta tacent,—turris, templa, theatra, lares. 

Prospiciunt campos ; claro nudantur Olympo: 
Dulce polus, nebula diffugiente, nitet. 

Quando etenim Phoebo valles iuga saxa suborto 
Splendidius tinxit candidiusve iubar ? 

Tantam oculis tantamque animo non ante quietem 
Traximus, Arbitrio labitur unda suo, 

Ipsa (deos testor) requiescere tecta videntur : 
Ipsa sub ingenti pectore corda tacent. 


DESIDERIUM. 


"Ηρετότις, “τί ποτ᾽ ἔσθ᾽ ὁ πόθος ; Tide τόσσον ἀνιᾷ ;” 
κἀποκριθεὶς τοιόνδ᾽ εἶπον ἔγωγε λόγον᾽ 

” 459 A x aA aA , Fay Fe 

ἔστ ἐρατὴν ὄρνιθα λαβεῖν, ἣν πόλλ᾽ ἐματευσας, 
συμμάρψαντα δ᾽ ἐᾶν αὐτίκ᾽ ἀποπροθορεῖν. 

Ε] Α Α ς o> ας κι] “ , ΕΣ A Μ 

ἐστὶ δὲ καστέρ᾽ ἀθρεῖν, διζήμενον ἔνθα καὶ ἔνθα, 
εἴ τις ἰδὼν προίη τῆσι μεθημοσύνης. 

ὡς ὅτε κἄνθος ἔδρεψε καλόν, μέγα θαῦμα ἰδέσθαι, 
μὰψ δ᾽ ᾿ἀλλοφρονέων ἧκεν ἔραζε, πάλιν. 

τοσσάδε τῷ ποθέοντι πάθη γένετ᾽, εἰ δὲ “Τίς ἐλπίς ; 
εἴρεαι, οὐκ ἄλλην ἔτρεφε πλήν γε θανεῖν. 
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go 
TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 


O Nightingale that on yon bloomy spray 
Warblest at eve, when all the woods are still, 
Thou with fresh hope the lover’s heart dost fill, 
While the jolly hours lead on propitious May. 
Thy liquid notes that close the eye of day, 
First heard before the shallow cuckoo’s bill, 
Portend success in love. O, if Jove’s will 
Have linked that amorous power to thy soft lay, 
Now timely sing, ere the rude bird of hate 
Foretell my hopeless doom, in some grove nigh ; 
As thou from year to year hast sung too late 
For my relief, yet hadst no reason why. 
Whether the Muse or Love call thee his mate, 
Both them I serve, and of their train am I. 


. MItTon. 


DISDAIN. 


Sleep, angry beauty, sleep and fear not me! 
For who a sleeping lion dares provoke ? 
It shall suffice me here to sit and see 
Those lips shut up that never kindly spoke. 
What sight can more content a lover’s mind 
Than beauty seeming harmless, if not kind? 


My words have charmed her, for secure she sleeps, 
Though guilty much of wrong done to my love; 
And in her slumber see! she close-eyed weeps; 
Dreams often more than waking passions move. 
Plead, sleep, my cause, and make her soft like thee, 
That she in peace may wake and pity me. 
T. Campion. 


ΟΙ 
CANTU PHILOMELA CANORO. 


O quae per placidos nemorum, philomela, recessus 
Vespertina cies, fronde tegente, mele, 

Ver ubi venit ovans, cinctum genialibus Horis, 
Saepe novam de te spem sibi ducit amans. 

Felix, qui, vox ante levis quam audita cucullist, 
Ista soporato carmina sole bibit! 

Huiec aspirat Amor. Quin tu, si tanta potestas 
A Iove mellitis est sociata modis, 

Ante canis, silva volucris quam saeva propinqua 
‘Nullus amor,’ stridat, ‘spes tibi nulla datast?’ 

Cur me voce tua sero tam saepe vocasti? 
Intempestivae quae tibi causa morae? 

Seu tibi Musa comes, sive est Venus, utraque nobis 
Imperat ; haec nostris gaudet et illa modis. 


Q. TO KAAON TIOOOPEYSA, TO ΠΑΝ ΛΙΘΟΣ. 


Carpe, Lyce, somnos nec nos irata timeto: 
Sopitae requies non violanda leae. 

Clausa satis iuxta tua cernere labra sedenti,— 
Nescia mansuetos reddere labra sonos, 

Si facilis visast, si non adamantina virgo, 
Hac nihil aspecta gratius optat amans. 

Kece, meae vincunt, dormit secura, camenae ; 
Improba! contempto dormit amore meo. 

Sed tamen e clausis lacrimae volvuntur ocellis, 
Difficiles nymphas somnia saepe movent. 

Somne, mihi, mollis deus, adnue, meque resurgens 
Respiciat, mollis munere facta tuo. 
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CHILDE ROLAND. 


What in the midst lay but the Tower itself? 
The round squat turret, blind as the fool’s heart, 
Built of brown stone, without a counterpart 
In the whole world. The tempest’s mocking elf 
Points to the shipman thus the unseen shelf 
He strikes on, only when the timbers start. 


Not see? because of night perhaps?—why, day 
Came back again for that! before it left, 
The dying sunset kindled through a cleft: 

The hills, like giants at a hunting, lay, 

Chin upon hand, to see the game at bay,— 
‘ Now stab and end the creature—to the heft!’ 


Not hear? when noise was everywhere! it tolled 
Increasing like a bell. Names in my ears 
Of all the lost adventurers my peers,— 
How such a one was strong, and such was bold, 
And such was fortunate, yet each of old 
Lost, lost! one moment knelled the woe of years. 


There they stood, ranged along the hill-sides, met 
To view the last of me, a living frame 
For one more picture! in a sheet of flame 
I saw them and I knew them all. And yet 
Dauntless the slug-horn to my lips I set, 
And blew. ‘Childe Roland to the Dark Tower came.’ 


Rosert BRownine. 
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ΜΗ ΜΑΝ ΑΣΠΟΥ͂ΔΙ ΓῈ ΚΑΙ ΑΚΛΕΙΩΣ 
ΑΠΟΛΟΙΜΗΝ. 


Eece autem in medio turris stetit ipsa nigranti 
Curta tholo; furvam nempe insipientibus arcem 
Contuleris,—tam caeca fuit.—Quam praetulit usquam 
Assimilem tellus speciem ?—-sic saepe Charybdis 
Occultum nautae saxum non ante recludit 

Quo periit, quam prora ruat compage soluta. 

Aspicerem sane: neque noctis fallerer umbra. 
Phoebus ut aspicerem rediit, labique refugit 
Ante iubar quam scissa cadens per saxa ruberet. 
At montes ritu cernas instare Gigantum 
Intentos, nullo ne conspiciente trucider,— 

‘Quin morere,’ exclamant, ‘capulo et tenus accipe 
ferrum !’ 

Audirem: sonuit tellus, quam magna, tubaeque 
Gliscit more sonus. Socios mihi clara peremptos 
Nomina commemorat,— Pyrrhum virtute potentem, 
Viribus Aiacem, placitumque deis Diomeden. 

Sed periere tamen: strages brevis hora priores 
Percurrit, numeroque carentia damna renarrat. 
Stabant per colles clari longo ordine fratres 
Dispositi, tolluntque oculos vivique caducum 
Cinxerunt, tabulas auro ceu cingit Apelles. 
Suspicio novique duces: rutilantibus illi 

Ignibus elucent, firmo sed pectore cornu 
Arripui tamen, atque extemplo interritus illi 
Vocem inspirabam: furvam Dux venit ad arcem. 
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THE AMULET OF LOVE. 


Far more than I was wont myself I prize: 
With you within my heart I rise in rate, 
Just as a gem engraved with delicate 
Devices o’er the uncut stone doth rise; 

Or as a painted sheet exceeds in price 
Each leaf left pure and in its virgin state: 
Such then am I since I was consecrate 
To be the mark for arrows from your eyes. 

Stamped with your seal I’m safe where’er I go, 
Like one who carries charms and coat of mail 
Against all dangers that his life assail. 

Nor fire nor water now may work me woe; 
Sight to the blind I can restore by you, 


Heal every wound, and every loss renew. 
MicHAEL ANGELO. 
Translated by J. A. Symonps. 


LAODAMIA. 


‘Protesilaus, lo! thy guide is gone! 

Confirm, I pray, the vision with thy voice: 

This is our palace,—yonder is thy throne; 
Speak, and the floor thou tread’st on will rejoice. 
Not to appal me have the gods bestowed 

This precious boon; and blest a sad abode.’ 


‘Great Jove, Laodamia! doth not leave 

His gifts imperfect :—-Spectre though I be, 

I am not sent to scare thee or deceive; — 

But in reward of thy fidelity. : 

And something also did my worth obtain ; 

For fearless virtue bringeth boundless gain. 
WoRpDswORTH. 
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ΤΕ CANIMUS SEMPERQUE, SINENT DUM FATA, 
CANEMUS. 


Non ego me tanto nuper dignabar honore: 
Nune facies animum ditat amata meum. 
Gemma argumentis velut exornata venustis 
Carior est, signis quam quot et arte carent. 
Ut pretio constant pictae maiore papyri 
Intactae quam quot virginis instar habent. 
Hac ego lege tuis laetor sacratus ocellis— 
Ista petunt voltus spicula saepe meos. 
Nunc tua signa gero, nune tutior omnia Justro 
Quam magus aut triplici qui tegit aere latus; 
Mille adeat talis discrimina, sospes abibit : 
Nec mihi nunc flammast nee metuenda Thetis, 
Saucius est an amicus inops? Te cuncta magistra 
Salva dabo, caecis restituamque diem. 


NOTAS AUDIRE ET REDDERE VOCES. 


‘Dux abiit. Tua tecta tenes, sellamque reversus 
Regalem. Cur, sponse, siles? Quin omina firmas 
Alloquiis, dilecte, tuis? Te terra loquente 

Ante pedes gaudebit. An ut stupefacta tremiscam 
Hoe tribuit Pater, et sortem respexit iniquam ?’ 
Dixerat: ille refert. ‘Non imperfecta dederunt 
Haec tibi dona dei, nec, uti cruciere timendo, 
Umbrarum fugi umbra domos. Fraus nulla paratast. — 
Sed pietate tua tibi munera parta deorum ; 

Nec nihil et virtus meruit mea. Maxima semper 
Praemia lucratur bello imperterritus heros.’ 


ού 
FROM THE ΟΕΝΟΙ͂. 


Lucretia. Trust in God’s sweet love, 
The tender promises of Christ: ere night 
Think we shall be in paradise. 

Beatrice. ... Tis past! 
Whatever comes, my heart shall sink no more. 
And yet, I know not why, your words strike chill. 
How tedious, false, and cold, seem all things! I 
Have met with much injustice in this world ; 

No difference has been made by God or man, 

Or any power moulding my wretched lot, 

*Twixt good or evil, as regarded me. 

I am cut off from the only world I know, 

From light and life and love, in youth’s sweet prime. 
You do well telling me to trust in God ; 

I hope I do trust in him: in whom else 


Can any trust? And yet my heart is cold. 


SHELLEY. 


SO SOON PASSETH IT AWAY. 


Days and moments quickly flying 
Blend the living with the dead; 

Soon will you and I be lying 
Each within our narrow bed. 


Soon our souls to God Who gave them 
Will have sped their rapid flight: 
Able now by grace to save them, 
Oh, that while we can we might! 
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ΕΝ ZOI TAP ΕΣΜΕΝ. 


A. Θεῷ πέπεισο,---Θεὸς γὰρ εὐμενὴς ἔφυ---- 
πιστώμασίν τε "δαιμόνων σωτηρίων. 
σωτηρίαν γὰρ ἡ ᾿πιοῦσ᾽ ὧν εὐφρόνη 
ἐμοί τε καὶ σοί, φιλτάτη, δωρήσεται 

Β. χαίρειν λέγω θρηνήμαθ᾽, ὡς δεδογμένον 
φαιδρᾷ τὰ δεινὰ ταῦτα καρτερεῖν φρενί. 
καίτοι τὸ σὸν πέφρικά πως κλύουσ᾽ ἔπος. 
ὡς ψυχρὰ καὶ κίβδηλα κἀπαχθῆ δοκεῖ 
τἀνθρώπιν᾽ - ὦμοι τῆς ἄγαν δυσπραξίας. 
Θεὸς γὰρ βροτοί τε δαιμόνων θ᾽ ὁμήγυρις, 
εἴ τις κρατύνει τἀμά, δυστυχήμασι 
πάλαι τε καὶ νῦν μ᾽ ἀθλίαν διώρισαν. 
οὐδὲν γὰρ οἶδα τοῦδ᾽ ὑπέρτερον βίου, 
οὗ νῦν στερηθεῖσ᾽ ἡ νεᾶνις οἴχομαι, 
ἀκμῆς γλυκείας καὶ γάμων ἐσφαλμένη, 
φάους τ᾽ ἄμοιρος" οὐκ ἄκαιρα τοι λέγεις, 
πίστιν λέγουσα τῷ Θεῷ νέμειν. τί μή; 


1, 


, , > ὖν , A ° 4 ᾿Ξ 
πιστιν νεμοιμ ἂν. τὶς yap ἀσφαλης βροτοῖς 


ἀλκὴ παρ᾽ ἄλλου; νῦν δ᾽ ἐπαχνώθην κέαρ. 


ΟΙΗ ΠΕΡ ®YAAQN. 


Aufugiunt celeres abscondunturque Decembres, 
Quique virent hodie, cras sua perdet hiemps. 
Mox tumulo me teque brevi mors aequa reponet, 
Mox animas ad se Qui dedit, Ipse trahet. 
Fas et nos hodie superas contendere ad aedes ; 

Dum licet, audito vivere perge Deo. 


' Cf. Plato, Repub. 615 D οὐδ᾽ ἂν ἥξει, Apol. 29 ο, &e. 
H 
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Jesu, Infinite Redeemer, 
Maker of this mighty frame, 
Teach, O teach us to remember 
What we are, and whence we came; 


Whence we came, and whither wending ; 
Soon we must through darkness go, 
To inherit bliss unending, 
Or eternity of woe. 


O by Thy power grant, Lord, that we 
At our last hour fall not from Thee; 

Saved by thy grace, Thine may we be 
All through the days of eternity. 


E. Caswall. 


KAMATON IITAPAMYOIA. 


Comfort ye, comfort ye My people, saith your Gop. 
Speak ye comfortably to Jerusalem, and cry unto her, 
that her warfare is accomplished, that her iniquity is 
pardoned. The voice of him that crieth in the wilder- 
ness, Prepare ye the way of the Lorp, make straight in 
the desert a highway for our Gop. Every valley shall 
be exalted, and every mountain and hill made low, the 
crooked straight, and the rough places plain. And the 
glory of the Lorp shall be revealed, and all flesh shall 
see it together, for the mouth of the Lorp hath spoken it. 


ISAIAH. 
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O aeterna Salus, formam ἤδηο fabricata potentem, 
Unde quod aggrediar, fac reminiscar, opus ; 

Unde quid aggrediar; densas cito cogar ad umbras, 
Gaudia seu remanent, seu sine fine dolor. 

Fac (nam cuncta potes) Te vel moribundus adorem: 


Sim, precor, aeternum, Te cohibente, tuus. 


DURI SOLACIA CASUS. 


‘Solator populum dictis solator amicis 
Rite meum. Solymae, vates, lenimina sacrae 
Ne desint. Tu marte mone (Deus imperat) illam 
Defunctam. Dic me culpae ignovisse priori. 
Desertis sonat in campis vox clara monentis: 
“Vos Domino munite Deo, vos invia certam 
Lustra viam.” Quae non surgunt ad sidera valles? 
Quae non saxa caput, qui mons non deprimit altum 
Ipse apicem? In rectumque abeunt obliqua viarum, 
Asperaque in levem sternunt se tescua’ callem. 
Eximio mox deinde Patrem splendore nitentem 
Aeternum toto gentes ex orbe coactae 
Suspicient.’ Hoc ore Deus ventura profatur. 
1 «Tesqua sive tescua κατάκρημνοι καὶ ῥάχεις καὶ ἔρημοι τόποι, Gloss. 
Philox.’ L. ἃ 5... 8. ὕ, 
Η 2 


ΙΟΟ΄ 


FROM JOB. 


He alone the heavens hath outspread,—treadeth on the 
waves of Sea; 

Hath Arcturus made, and Pleiades, and the chambers 
of the South ; 

Doeth great things none may find out; yea, and wonders 
without end ; 

Lo, He goeth by me, seen not ;—passeth, I perceive Him 
not! 

Where wast thou when Earth I founded? Who thereof 
laid corner-stone, 

When the morning stars sang praises, and the sons of 
God rejoiced ? 

Who shut up the Sea with doors, or Who made fast 
its bars, and said, 

Hitherto thou com’st, no further, here shall thy proud 
waves be stayed? 

Have Death’s gates been opened unto thee,—hast seen 
doors of the shadow of Death? 

Where doth Light, and where doth darkness dwell ; 
where is the place thereof? 

Hast thou entered into treasures of the Snow, or of 
the Hail? 

Can’st thou bind the Pleiad cluster, or unloose Orion’s 
bands ὃ 


- 
voue 
ν. 
- 
ῳ 
ωνὼως 


EZ ἩΜΕΡΑΙ͂ΣΙ ΚΟΣΜΟΝ AYTOXEIP ΚΤΙΣΑΣ. 


Ὅδ᾽, οὔτις ἄλλος, ἐξέτεινεν αἰθέρα 
κἀπεμβέβηκε ποντίοισι κύμασιν... 
~ 4 
μεσημβρινῶν τε δαιμόνων ἀναστροφὰς 
ἐπόησεν, ᾿Αρκτοῦρόν τε [Πλειάδων τ᾽ ὄχλον. 
, , 4 + | 9 ΕῚ >’ “πὶ 
τούτου τίς ἔσθ᾽ ὃς ἄσκοπ᾽ ἐξιχνοσκοπῶν 
ΕΣ > 9 , , > e , A 
ἔργ᾽ ἐκδιδάξει, θαυμάτων θ᾽ ὁμήγυριν ; 
9 , / > ΕῚ προ δι δ, oe ’ 
ἰδού, παρῴχωκ᾽, οὐδ᾽ ap ἣν ὅπως βάσιν 
ἴδοιμ᾽ ἰόντος, ἀλλ᾽ ἐλάνθανεν περῶν. | 
Cal ~ 3 
“ ποῦ, φησίν, “ ἦσθα, “γῆν ὅτ᾽ ἐστήριξ ἐγώ; 
’ ᾿ ’ , ” 9 €:-#27 3 , 
ταύτης βαθρον τίς ἔκτισ᾽, ἡνίκ᾽ ἀστέρες 
ὕμνουν ἑῷοι καὶ θεοῦ παῖδες θεόν ; 
Α , , Ψ ’; @ , 
καὶ τίς θαλασσαν ἀσκόποις εἷρξεν θύραις, 
a ’ 
μοχλοὺς δ᾽ ἐπενδούς, “ὧδ᾽ ὑπέρφρονος σάλου 
i? hae, ἐν Ὁ 2 9 ; ) 
ἥξουσιν, εἶπε, “ κύματ᾽, οὐ Toppwrépw’ ; 
σοὶ γάρ ποθ᾽ “Αιδης ᾧξεν αἰανεῖς πύλας: 
ἢ κἀπέρασας νερτέρων πυλώματα; 
ee | a , , , x SNe AL 
τιν ἔστι φωτός, τίνα κνέφους, οἰκήματα ; 
ποῦ ταῦτα ναίουσ᾽ ; dpa σοὶ γνωστὸν χιὼν 
9 +S , 4 , 3 e ’ 
τίν᾽ ἔσχε θάλαμον καὶ χάλαζ᾽ ὁμόσπορος ; 
σὺ δῆτ᾽ ἀνῆψας Πλειάδων πανήγυριν 
a , a Quieus ’ , 99 
ἤ λύσεται oH δεσμὸν Ὡρίων χέρι ; 


1 Cf. Gildersleeve’s Pindar. Note on Olymp. x(xi). 93. 


-“ 
εὐ χω, 
a acs 
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NO MAN LIVETH TO HIMSELF ALONE. 


The meal unshared is food unblest ; 

Thou hoard’st in vain what love should spend ; 
Self-ease is pain; thy only rest 

Is labour for a worthy end. 


A toil that gains with what it yields 

And scatters to its own increase, 
And hears while sowing outward fields 

The harvest-song of inward peace. 


Free-lipp’d the liberal streamlets run, 
Free shines for all the healthful ray ; 
The still pool stagnates in the sun, 


The lurid earth-fire haunts decay. 
; J. G. WHiIrtier. 


REMEMBRANCE. 


When the planets roll round through the darkness of night, 
When the morning bedews all the landscape with light, 
When the high sun of noonday is warm on the hill, 
And the breezes are quiet, the green leafage still, 

I love to look out o’er the earth and the sky, 

For Nature seems kind, and seems lonely as I; 
Whatever in Nature most lovely I see, 

Has a voice that recalls the remembrance of thee. 
Remember, remember those only can know 

How dear is remembrance whose hope is laid low; 
Tis like clouds in the west that are gorgeous still, 
When the dank dews of evening fall deadly and chill. 
Like the bow in the cloud that 1s painted on high, 
Like the voice of the nightingale, heard through the night, 
Oh sweet is remembrance, most sad though it be, 
And remembrance is all that remaineth to me. 
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QUAS DEDERIS SOLAS SEMPER HABEBIS OPES. 


Pulsone gazae parcis amore, nec 
Faustas sodali consocias dapes ? 
Non elaborabunt quietem 
Ista tibi. Generosa pacem 
Virtus reportat. Multa serentibus 
Dat plura tellus: par referet parem 
Impensa mercedem. Merenti, 
Dum serit, en aderunt inemptae 
Cum pace messes. Lympha fugax aquas 
Largitur et sol lumina gentibus: 
Fulgente sed stagnant lacunae 
Luce; suo situs igne pallet. 


MEMINISSE. 


Cum vaga volvuntur per spissas astra tenebras, 
Cum matutino lumine terra nitet ; 

Cum iuga sole tepent medios referente calores, 
Et siluae positis conticuere notis ; 

Sola mihi Natura solet, nec amara, videri ; 
Alliciunt oculos terra polusque meos. 

Quaecunque in terris species pulcherrima lucet, 
Te mihi nescio quo reddit, amata, modo. 
A, ne te fugiat, si quis spe maeret adempta, 
Solus hic agnoscit quam meminisse iuvet. 
Quale polus lucet, nondum splendore perempto, 
.Cum vespertinis roribus horret ager ; 

Quale per aérias micat Iris splendida nubes, 
Quale melos nocti Daulias edit avis; 

Tale mihist soles animo revocare peractos ; 
Est grave, sed nil iam ni meminisse manet, | 
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THE PRINCESS. 


Whereon 

Follow’d his tale. Amazed he fled away 
Thro’ the dark land, and later in the night 
H[ad come on Psyche weeping: ‘then we fell 
Into your father’s hand, and there she lies, 
But will not speak, nor stir.’ 

He show’d a tent 
A stone-shot off: we enter’d in, and there 
Among piled arms and rough accoutrements, 
Pitiful sight, wrapp’d in a soldier’s cloak, 
Like some sweet sculpture draped from head to foot, 
And push’d by rude hands from its pedestal, 
All her fair length upon the ground she lay: 
And at her head a follower of the camp, 
A charr’d and wrinkled piece of womanhood, 
Sat watching like a watcher by the dead. 

Then Florian knelt, and ‘Come’ he whisper’d to her, 
‘Lift up your head, sweet sister: lie not thus. 
What have you done but right? you could not slay 
Me, nor your prince: look up: be comforted: 
Sweet is it to have done the thing one ought, 


When fall’n in darker ways.’ 
TENNYSON. 


ι΄ 


FLIGHT. 


Deinde enarrabat furvam stupefactus in umbram 
Ut fugeret, noctisque ubi serior hora, puellam 
Ut flentem aspiceret. ‘Genitor tuus inde vagantes 
Corripuit: nunc illa iacet, neque membra movetur 
Nee loquitur.” Simul haec dicens tentoria monstrat 
(Vix lapidis iactum distant); intravimus; illic 
Arma inter strata atque horrentia tegmina Martis 
—Tllacrimo referens—sagulo contecta iacebat. 
Qualis ubi statua ingesta pulcherrima veste 
Deicitur, manibusque basi est emota protervis ; 
Sic illa in dura iacuit pulcherrima terra. 
Pone caput vigil ecce sedet rugisque situque 
Obsita anus,—qualem leto invigilare peremptis 
Conspicias,—castris iamdudum assueta cruentis. 

At iuvenis flexitque genu atque ‘ Assurge!’ susurrat 
‘Tolle caput, dilecta soror. Quid talia prosunt Ὁ 
Nil nisi quod decuit factumst. Num occidere quibas 
Me, regemque tuum? ' Flesti satis: erige voltum ! 
Namque, ubi per luctum ferimur dubiasque tenebras, 
Quod decuit fecisse iuvat melioribus horis.’ 


+ vy. 1. Curae atque angoris abunde est. 
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SOHRAB AND RUSTUM. 


But the majestic river floated on, 
Out of the mist and hum of that low land, 
Into the frosty starlight, and there moved, 
Rejoicing, through the hush’d Chorasmian waste, 
Under the solitary moon ;—he flow’d 
Right for the polar star, past Orgunje, 
Brimming, and bright, and large; then sands begin 
To hem his watery march, and dam his streams, 
And split his currents; that for many a league 
The shorn and parcell’d Oxus strains along 
Through beds of sand and matted rushy isles— 
Oxus, forgetting the bright speed he had 
In his high mountain cradle in Pamere, 
A foil’d circuitous wanderer—till at last 
The long’d-for dash of waves is heard, and wide 
His luminous home of waters opens, bright 
And tranquil, from whose floor the new-bathed stars 
Emerge, and shine upon the Aral Sea. 


Matruew ARNOLD. 


EPITAPH ON A JACOBITE. 


To my true king I offered free from stain 

Courage and faith; vain faith and courage vain. 

For him I threw lands, honours, wealth away, 

And one dear hope, that was more prized than they. 
For him I languished in a foreign clime, 
Grey-haired with sorrow in my manhood’s prime ; 
Heard on Lavernia Scargill’s whispering trees, 

And pined by Arno for my lovelier Tees; 


ee a a i  .. 
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TACITAE PER AMICA SILENTIA LUNAE. 


Ipse humilem lapsu terram vocesque vaporemque 
Augustus linquit fluvius: gelida astra fluentem 
Excipiunt lateque silentia lustra Chorasmi. 

Sola deinde viam Luna comitante facessit 
Exsultans, urbemque adlabitur Orgunieam. 


-Post elucet aquis, plenoque nitentior alveo 


Te certa petit, Arcte, fuga. Mox agmen harenae 
Flumineum impediunt: cursus frenatur aquarum: 
Findunt se fluctus, et, quanto longius itur, 


‘Tardior elapsisque Oxus contractior undis 
Urget iter:—struit ulva moras, densentur harenae ;— 


Infelix Oxus, qui prisci oblitus honoris 
Pameriaeque suae montisque, ubi nascitur, alti, 
Circuitus volvit longos, vox donec ad aures 
Adfertur resonantque optato in litore fluctus. 
Panditur ecce domus, vitreoque patentia tractu 
Apparent freta, tranquilli freta candida ponti. 
His sese astra vadis tingunt, radiisque refectis 


_Emergunt; at luce salum lustratur Arale. 


SIC VOS NON VOBIS. 


Regi equidem sine labe meo dextramque fidemque 
Addixi: victa est dextera, cassa fides. 

Huic ego divitias, huic famam et rura dicavi, 
Spemque unam, qua nil carius, ipse meam. 

Hunce propter patriaeque exsul fractusque dolendo 
Maceror: albuerunt tempora, membra vigent. 

Heu, aliena sedens ad flumina, nostra requiro, 
Heu, simulata meae, non mea, silva gemit ; 
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Beheld each night my home in fevered sleep, 

Each morning started from the dream to weep; 

Till God, who saw me tried too sorely, gave 

The resting place I asked, an early grave. 

Oh thou, whom chance leads to this nameless stone, 
From that proud country, that was once mine own, 
By those white cliffs I never more must see, 

By that dear language which I spoke like thee, 
Forget all feuds, and shed one English tear 

O’er English dust. A broken heart lies here. 


MAcAULAY, 


THE EXCURSION. 


Forth we went, 
And down the vale along the streamlet’s edge 
Pursued our way, a broken company, 
Mute or conversing, single or in pairs. 
Thus having reached a bridge that overarched 
The hasty rivulet, where it lay becalmed 
In a deep pool, by happy chance we saw 
A twofold image; on a grassy bank 
A snow-white ram, and in the crystal flood 
Another and the same! Most beautiful 
On the green turf, with his imperial front 
Shaggy and bold, and wreathéd horns superb, 
The breathing creature stood; as beautiful 
Beneath him showed his shadowy counterpart. 
Each had his glowing mountains,. each his sky, 
And each seemed centre of his own fair world : 
Antipodes unconscious of each other, 
Yet, in partition, with their several spheres, 
Blended in perfect stillness to our sight. 


WorRDSWORTH. 
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Nocte quies revocat patrios turbata penates, 
' Mane oriens lacrimo visa carere fide. 

Dum iuveni Pater omnipotens indigna ferenti 
Ante diem placita dat requiete frui. 

At si forte aliquis tacitum sine nomine cippum 
Aspicies, patria tu quoque crete mea, 

Per quae non iterum canentia saxa revisam, 
Per quae cara mihi, quae tibi lingua fuit! 

Absumptus iaceo (cedant sine iurgia) luctu: 
Ossa Angli madeant fletibus, Angle, tuis. 


OBITER VISA. 


Progressi vallem petimus, saltusque secundum 
Agmine disperso ferimur, prope fluminis undam. 
Pars taciti incedunt, sunt qui sermone fruuntur ; 
Hic graditur secum, socio hic se adiungit euntem. 
Est locus, undanti qua pons surperadditus alveo 
Frenat aquas; stagnis fluvius se colligit altis. 
Illic forte duplex laetis aperitur imago. 
Gramineaque aries ripa candore nivali 

Emicat, atque alter liquidos idemque tueri 

Per fluctus apparet: eum frons regia signat 
Cornibus arboreis, qua stat speciosus in herba 
Saetosus laetaeque avidus proludere pugnae. 

Nec minus in fluvio formosa elucet imago : 

Nec minus huic caelum nitidique assurgere colles. 
Quisque erat in proprio rerum pulcherrima regno. 
Forma utrique eadem, quamvis nesciret uterque. 
Sic tamen avolsi diversis partibus unam 
Conformant speciem tacitoque in colle relucent. 


IIo 


FROM MOSCHUS. 


When winds that move not its calm surface sweep 
The azure sea, I love the land no more: 
The smiles of the serene and tranquil deep 
Tempt my unquiet mind.—But when the roar 
Of ocean’s grey abyss resounds, and foam 
Gathers upon the sea, and vast waves burst, 
I turn from the drear aspect to the home 
Of earth and its deep woods, where, interspersed, 
When winds blow loud, pines make sweet melody: 
Whose house is some lone bark, whose toil the sea, 
Whose prey, the wandering fish, an evil lot 
Has chosen.—But I my languid limbs will fling 
Beneath the plane, where the brook’s murmuring 
Moves the calm spirit but disturbs it not. 

SHELLEY. 


OH, THE LITTLE MORE AND HOW MUCH IT IS! 

Alas, how easily things go wrong! 
A sigh too much or a kiss too long, 

And there follows a mist and a weeping rain 
And life is never the same again. 

Alas, how hardly things go right! 
Tis hard to watch on a summer night ; 

For the sigh will come and the kiss will stay 


And the summer night is a winter’s day. 
GEORGE MAcDONALD. 


II! 


PLACIDI PELLACIA PONTI. 


Oceani quotiens vix marmora summa nitentis 
Aura movet, campos taedet ut ante sequi. 

Quippe serenati facies innubila ponti 
Turbatum ad sese sollicitumque vocat. 

At spumante simul frangunt se vertice fluctus, 
Intonat et glaucis gurges hiulcus aquis, 

Tristem aversamur faciem, petimusque penates, 
Terra, tuos: altum praestat amare nemus. 

Pinus enim silvis intersita carmina reddit 
Grata, procelloso cum sonat icta noto. 


Cui scapha sola domus, pisces cui praeda vagantes 


Sorte miser dura nil nisi servit aquis. 


Segne egomet corpus platani sub tegmine ponam: 


Commoveor querulis nec tamen angor aquis. 


QUANTUM MUTATUS ... 


Heu, heu, quantulus error, o sodales, 
Fortunam male perdidit beatam ! 
Hic suspiria si profundiora 

Singultat semel; ille basiare 

Si vementius instat, acta res est, 
(Descendunt nebulaeque grandinesque,) 
Nec faustis iterum fruentur astris. 
At cursus agere usquequaque tutos 
Res est difficilis nimisque dura. 
Quisnam pervigilare nocte possit 
Aestiva, nec in osculis morari 
Dilectae, neque ventilare luctum ? 
Sic eludimur, aureaeque tristi 
Mutantur subito die tenebrae. 
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FROM THE STORY OF RHODOPE. 


‘Ah me,’ she said, ‘what thing do ye demand? 
- Is it a little thing that I should go, 

Leaving my people and my father’s land 

To wed some proud great man I do not know? 
I look for no glad life; yea, it is so 

That if a grain of love were left in me 

In vain your keel had cleft our girdling sea. 

No need to speak; I know what ye would say— 
That where I go, still I and love shall reign, 
That where I go I bear about the day 

Made golden by my beauty—base and dull, 

Mid hollow shows to strive with knave and fool, 
With death and nothing done to end it all. 

Yet fear ye not! for surely I shall fall 

Where the Gods cast me, nor turn round about 
To gaze on bygone times—so it shall be 

E’en as ye will.’ They stared at her, in doubt 
If her sweet lips had spoken; yea and she 
Flushed ’neath their eyes fixed on her wonderingly, 
Wondering herself at the new fear, new scorn 
That with beginning of new days was born. 

But they, abashed before the rough-clad maid, 
Now led her to an empty ivory chair, 

And each man knee unto the pavement laid 
And, unashamed, did reverence to her there ; 
And ever did she seem to grow more fair 
Before their eyes, till fear arose in them 


As they bent down to her rude garment’s hem. 
Wiriram Morris. 


its 


NO HOPE COULD KNOW NO FEAR. 


‘Me miseram! quid enim petitis?’ sic orsa vicissim 

Illa refert. ‘Placidane, viri, me mente putatis 

Avelli patriague mea gratoque meorum 

Hospitio, ignoti ut patiar fastidia regis 

Externosque toros? Marcent mihi gaudia vitae 

Nec spes ulla manet. Quod ni iam pectore ab imo 

Exstinctus perlisset amor, frustra aequora terrae 

Circumfusa meae celeri rate tranassetis. 

Ore favete omnes! scio quae responsa paretis: 

Me sociumque meum, quoquo vectemur, amorem 

_ Victuros, nostroque dies, ceu sole, decore 

Usque refulsuros.—Immo sine honore iacebo 

Vilis, amoena parum. Pompa stipante caduca, 

Cum stultis certare manet scelerumque peritis, 

Finem imperfectis dum Mors velit addere rebus. 

Ast auferte metus! Sequar: imperterrita sortem 

Quam superi tribuere feram, nec abacta retortis 

Quaeram oculis. Ergo rata sint quae voltis !’—At illi 

Turbatis inhiant animis,—verene venustis 

Exciderint ea verba labris. Confusa rubentes 

Stabat et ipsa genas, magna mirante caterva: 

Ipsa novos mirata metus et non sua sentit 

Sorte nova rebusque novis fastidia gigni. 

Inde, ut erat, palla cinctam squalente puellam 

Submissis animis ad eburnam ex ordine sellam 

Deducunt, nec turpe putant flexisse superba 

Ad terram genua, ut nympham venerentur agrestem. 

Tila ante ora ducum speciosior usque tueri 

Facta sedet ; stravitque timor fera corda virorum 

Sordentisque humiles limbum amplectuntur amictus. 
I 
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FROM TIRESTIAS. 


He will achieve his greatness. But for me, 

I would that I were gather’d to my rest, 

And mingled with the famous kings of old, 

On whom about their ocean-islets flash 

The faces of the Gods—the wise man’s word, 
Here trampled by the populace underfoot, 

There crown’d with worship—and these eyes will find 
The men I knew, and watch the chariot whirl 
About the goal again, and hunters race 

The shadowy lion, and the warrior-kings, 

In height and prowess more than human, strive 
Again for glory, while the golden lyre 

Is ever sounding in heroic ears 

Heroic hymns, and every way the vales 

Wind, clouded with the grateful incense-fume 
Of those who mix all odour to the Gods 


On one far height in one far-shining fire. 
TENNYSON. 


‘FRATER AVE ATQUE VALE, 


Row us out from Desenzano, to your Sirmione row! 

So they row’d, and there we landed—‘QO venusta 
Sirmio !’ 

There to me thro’ all the groves of olive in the summer 
glow, 

There beneath the Roman ruin where the purple 
flowers grow, 


᾿νε 
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ΕΙΣ MAKAPQN AH ΤΙΝΑΣ ΕΥ̓ΔΑΙΜΟΝΙΑΣ... 


Οὐκ ἔσθ᾽ ὅπως οὐ κεῖνος οἴσεται κλέος. 
ἐγὼ δὲ πῶς ἄν πημάτων πεπαυμένος 
ταγοῖς ξυνείην τοῖς παροιθ᾽ εὐδαίμοσιν, 
οἷς ἀμφικλύστους οἱ θεοὶ κατὰ πτύχας 
εἰς ὦπα μαρμαίρουσι" Ket Tw ἐνθάδε 
σοφόν περ ὄντα δημόται καθύθρισαν,--- 
ἐκεῖ πέφηνεν ἐσθλός" ἄσμενος δὲ τὰν 
τοὺς πρόσθ᾽ ἴδοιμι, χωπόσοι στήλαις ἄκραις 
, os A 4 9 “ 5, 
χρίμπτουσ ὄχημα, Kel τις ἐν σκιαῖς ἔτι 
λέοντ᾽ ἐγείρει" καρτεροὶ δ᾽ ἀνάκτορες, 
θεοῖσιν εἶδος, οὐ βροτοῖς, ἀλίχκιοι, 
τὸν καλλίνικον αὖθις εὐκλείας δρόμον 
ἀγωνιοῦνται: χρυσέᾳ δέ τις λύρᾳ 
σεμνοῖσι σεμνὴν ᾷσεται μελῳδίαν 
πολυπτύχοις νάπαισιν,---οὗ θυωμάτων 
πάντων, ὅσ᾽ ἐστὶ δαίμοσιν πρὸς ἡδονήν, 
φλὸξ ἐκλέλαμπε ξὺν δ᾽ ἑλίσσεται καπνός, 
λόφῳ ᾽πὶ μακρῷ μακρὰ λάμποντος πυρός. 


HEU MISER INDIGNE FRATER ADEMPTE MIHI! 


‘Eia, eia Sirmionis, o viri, portum 
‘Remis petamus!’ Nec mora, at, viam emensi, 
Catulliano litori propinquamus, 
Salve, o venusta! ergo haec erat ter optata 
Villa, hos amabat purpura crocos viva? 
Hic, imminente sole donec arbusta 
Lustro, videbar te novissimum audire 
12 
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Came that ‘Ave atque Vale’ of the Poet’s hopeless woe, 
Tenderest of Roman poets nineteen-hundred years ago, 
‘Frater Ave atque Vale’—as we wandered to and fro 
Gazing at the Lydian laughter of the Garda Lake 
below 
Sweet Catullus’s all-but-island, olive-silvery Sirmio! 
TENNYSON, 


PARADISE LOST. 


Part on the plain, or in the air sublime, 

Upon the wing or in swift race contend, 

As at the Olympian games or Pythian fields ; 
Part curb their fiery steeds, or shun the goal 
With rapid wheels, or fronted brigads form : 

As when, to warn proud cities, war appears 
Waged in the troubled sky, and armies rush 

To battle in the clouds; before each van 

Prick forth the aery knights, and couch their spears, 
Till thickest legions close; with feats of arms 
From either end of heaven the welkin burns. 
Others, with vast Typhcean rage, more fell, 
Rend up both rocks and hills, and ride the air 
In whirlwind ; Hell scarce holds the wild uproar. 


Mitton. 
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‘Ave’ gementem rursus ‘et vale frater!’ 
‘Ave’ susurras, luctu adhuc inexpleto, 
‘Valeque,’ ocelle fidicinum Latinorum. 
Recentioris nos quidem die proles 

Modo hue modo illue Lydii lacus risum 
Lapsi tuemur; at placens olivetis 

Paene insula argenteaque praenitet silva. 


ὩΣ ΟἹ MEN MAPNANTO. 


Pars in planitie, pars inter nubila caeli 
Exercent pedibus cursum aut pernicibus alis: 
Ac veluti magnos cum instaurat Pythia ludos 
Aut ab Olympiaco petitur victoria campo, 


Pars acres moderantur equos, rapidisque propinqguam 


Curribus evitant metam, spissasve phalanges 
Conglomerant: terris ceu dira exempla superbis 
Cum caelo monstrantur: ibi inter lurida martem 
Nubila misceri ac saevas confligere turmas 
Aspicias altoque equites procurrere caelo 

Ante aciem, teloque infestum attollere telum: 
Continuo primas legio densissima pugnas 
Instituit : claris, quantus patet, ardet Olympus 
Laudibus. At montes alii, Typhonis ad instar, 
Eripiunt torquentque iuga, aut per inane feruntur 
Turbine: vix tantum cohibet Styx ipsa tumultum. 
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ΑΥ̓ΡΙΟΝ TAP AITOONHIZSKOMEN. 


Look to the blowing Rose about us—‘ Lo, 

Laughing,’ she says, ‘into the world I blow, 
At once the silken tassel of my Purse 

Tear, and its Treasure on the Garden throw.’ 


And those who husbanded the golden grain, — 
And those who flung it to the winds like Rain, 
Alike to no such aureate Earth are turn’d 

As, buried once, Men want dug up again. 


The Worldly Hope men set their Hearts upon 
Turns Ashes—or it prospers; and anon, 

Like Snow upon the Desert’s dusty Face, 
Lighting a little hour or two—is gone. 


Think, in this batter’'d Caravanserai 

Whose Portals are alternate Night and Day, 
How Sultan after Sultan with his Pomp 

Abode his destined Hour, and went his way. 


They say the Lion and the Lizard keep 

The Courts where Jamshyd gloried and drank deep: 
And Bahram, that great Hunter—the Wild Ass 

Stamps o’er his Head, but cannot break his Sleep. 


I sometimes think that never blows so red 
The Rose as where some buried Caesar bled ; 
That every Hyacinth the Garden wears 
Dropt in her Lap from some once lovely Head. 
* ΕἸ * * * * 


Ah, my Belovéd, fill the Cup that clears 

To-pay of past Regrets and Future Fears: 
To-morrow !—Why, To-morrow I may be 

Myself with Yesterday’s Sev’n thousand Years. 


Omar KuayyAm. 


ἐμ Σου; Σ᾿ 


119 


CRAS SERUM EST ‘VIXI’ DICERE; VIVE HODIE! 


Florentes i cerne rosas. ‘Florescimus,’ aiunt, 
‘Cum risu, terras corripimusque tuas. 

Ilicet, abscidimus nitidi retinacula sacci; 
Gaza laborato creditur illa solo.’ 

Quique manu parca sevit sata, quique solebat 
Prodigior pluviae spargere more notis, 

Fiet uterque cinis; nec ab illis aurea bustis 
Messa seges: tellus devorat ossa semel. 

Spes, dos una virum, (miseros spes mulcet homullos:) 
Deperit, aut fausta constabilitur avi. 

Nec tamen haec superat, latis sed qualis harenis 
Nix fugit, alata candet iitque vice. 

Hospitiumst haec vita viris, aetate peresum : 
(Alternas claudunt noxque diesque vias.) 

Hane quot honorati, series longissima, reges 
Emeriti proprio deperiere die! 

Qua prius Aeacides multo gaudebat Iaccho, 
Sola lea, ut perhibent, sola lacerta regit. 

Quid, quod busta super magni fremit Orionis 
Ardea? venatus immemor ille iacet. 

Interdum reputo: rubet haec magis omnibus una, 
Sanguine quae positi Caesaris aucta rosast. 

Teque, hyacinthe, reor, culto qui nasceris horto, 
Ex olim pulchris enituisse comis. 
* * * * * * * 

Quin hodierna mero calicem mea cura coronet ? 
(Crastina nil metuat; rideat acta prius.) 

Crastina quid possunt? sequar heu cras forsan ad 

Orcum 

Ipse tot hesternos, millia lustra, dies. 
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FROM UHLAND. 


A wandering shepherd, young and fair, 
Beneath the royal castle strayed ; 

And when the princess saw him there, 
Love’s longing thrilled the maid. 


And then with accents sweet she said, 
‘Oh would that I might come to thee! 

How white the lambkins there ; how red 
The flowerets on the lea!’ 


The youth made answer from below, 

‘If thou would’st but come down to me! 
How rosy red thy cheeks do glow, 

How white those arms I see!’ 


And every morn with silent pain 
He drove his flock the castle by, 
And gazed aloft, until again 
His love appeared on high. 


' “Oh welcome, welcome! princess sweet!’ 
His joyous tones rang bright and clear, 
Then softly she in turn did greet, 
‘Kind thanks, my shepherd dear.’ 


Cold winter fled, spring came again, 
The flowerets blossomed far and near; 

The shepherd sought his love; in vain! 
No more did she appear. 


‘Oh welcome, welcome! princess fair!’ 
His words were mournful now and drear. 
A spirit voice rang through the air 
‘Farewell, my shepherd dear!’ 
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SIT SPERASSE SATIS! 


Pastor forte vagus, facie spectandus et annis, 
Venit ad ogygias, regia tecta, domos: 

Hune videt, hunc regis miratur filia euntem. 
Virgineum cupido pectus amore salit. 

‘O utinam, pastor, tecum tua rura pererrem !’ 
Talia flexanima murmura voce ciet. 

‘A quam purpureis ardent tibi floribus agri! 
A quam se niveo vellere vestit ovis!’ 

‘Descendas utinam, mecum et mea rura peragres!’ 
Moenia suspiciens sic puer ore refert. 

‘A quam purpureo lucent tua labra rubore! 
Brachia quam niveo tincta nitore geris!’ 

Perque dies tacito praeter castella dolore 
In campos egit, sole oriente, pecus; 

Perque dies turrim lustrabat, donec ab alto 
En iterum optatam conspiciebat eram. 

‘Salve,’ ait, ‘o dulcis, salve, o clarissima virgo!’ 
Sic dominam arguto laetius ore vocat. 

Inque vicem molli respondet voce puella, 
‘Gratia pro precibus sit tibi multa tuis!’ 

Ver redit: hic illic bruma rosa floret abacta ; 
Nympha sed heu puero saepe petente latet. 

‘Salve,’ ait, ‘o dulcis, salve, o pulcherrima virgo!’ 
Sic dominam, at maesto tristius ore, vocat. 

Perque polum resonat vox haud mortale canentis, 
‘O dilecte nimis pastor, ave atque vale!’ 
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THE PILOT. 


Caesar. Cato, you will undo him with your praise. 


Cato. 
People. 
Cato. 


Caesar will hurt himself with his own envy. 

The voice of Cato is the voice of Rome. 

The voice of Rome is the consent of heaven! 

And that hath placed thee, Cicero, at the helm, 

Where thou must render now thyself a man, 

And master of thy art. Each petty hand 

Can steer a ship becalmed, but he that will 

Govern and carry her to her ends must know 

His tides, his currents ; how to shift his sails; 

What she will bear in foul, what in fair 
weathers ; 

Where her springs are, her leaks; and how 
to stop ’em ; 

What sands, what shelves, what rocks do 
threaten her ; 

The forces and the natures of all winds, 

Gusts, storms and tempests; when her keel 
ploughs hell, 

And deck knocks heaven ; then to manage her 

Becomes the name and office of a pilot. 


Ben Jonson. 
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O FORTUNATAM NATAM ME CONSULE ROMAM. 


K. 


mo γι 


"Eyxwpulows σὺ τοῦτον ἐξολεῖς, Κάτων. 


φθόνῳ μὲν οὖν σὺ σαυτόν, ὦ Kaicap, 
φθερεῖς. 

e - ’ ~ “ 4 

ὁμοῖα τούτῳ πᾶσα συμφωνεῖ πόλις. 

δ᾽ οὖν πολίταις, ταῦτα καὶ θεοῖς δοκεῖ, 
κεῖνοι δὲ σοὶ ᾿πέσκηψαν οἴακος κρατεῖν. 
νῦν δεῖ σε πάσης ἐν τέχνη προμηθίας, 

e > Ν “ἃ 9 “- ‘ A “ 
ὡς ἐσθλὸς ὧν ἀστοῖσι καὶ πιστὸς φανῆς. 
lA , > , e , ς ’ 
φαύλου. γὰρ ἐστι φωτος, εὑδούσης aXos, 
τὴν ναῦν ὁδῶσαι" χρὴ δὲ τοὺς φερεγγύους, 
οἵ “πρὸς τὸ τέρμ᾽ ἄξουσι σώσαντες σκάφος, 
σάλους τε πόντου καὶ παλιρροίας μαθεῖν. 

ἐγνώρισ’ οὗτος ἱστίων μεταλλαγαάς, 

of ἐν θυέλλαις, οἷ᾽ ἐν εὐδίᾳ φέρει. 

εἰ δ᾽ ἄντλος ἔφθιτ᾽, ἢ κατερράγη δόρυ, 

σαφῶς ἀκεῖσθαι τραύματ᾽ ἐξεπίσταται" 

σπιλάδων T ἐπήσθετ᾽ ὄχλον, ἐναλίαν βλάβην, 

ψαμαθόν τε ποῦ ᾽στιν, ποῦ δ᾽ ἁλίκλυστοι 
πέτραι. 

, A , A , ’ - 
φύσιν δὲ πάντων καὶ βίαν νότων σκοπεῖ" 
Φ , > , ΄ ; 9 
ὃς y εὖ θυέλλας παμμιγῶν T ἀημάτων 
ἔγνωκεν ὁρμήν, εὖ δὲ χειμώνων σθένος. 
τρόπις γὰρ εὖτε Ταρτάρου γύας ἀροῖ, 

Ὁ 3 al, 3 > 77.9 / 
ἀνέκυψε δ᾽ ὡς ἐς αἰθέρ᾽ ixpia σκάφους, 
χρηστοῦ τότ᾽ ἔργον ἀνδρὸς οἰακοστροφεῖν. 
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JAQUES. 


All the world’s a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players: 
They have their exits and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms. 
And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel, 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice, 
In fair round belly with good capon lin’d. 


SHAKESPEARE. 


THE DEATH OF BALDER. 


When the Gods heard, they straight arose, and took 
Their horses, and rode forth through all the world: 
North south east west they struck, and roamed the world, 
Entreating all things to weep Balder’s death: 

And all that lived, and all without life, wept. 

And as in winter, when the frost breaks up, 

At winter’s end, before the spring begins, 

And a warm west wind blows and thaw sets in— 
After an hour a dripping sound is heard 

In all the forests, and the soft-strewn snow 
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ΣΚΗΝΗ ΠΑΣ Ο ΒΙΟΣ. 


Scilicet hic partes agimus quot vivimus omnes ; 
Aetherium seu vir carpit, seu femina, lumen, 
Personam gerit: hic scenam subit, ille relinquit, 
Diversasque idem partes septenaque complet 
Munera.—Primum infans nutricis vagit in ulnis 
Infantemque adeo sese tulit. Inde puellus, 
Invitus, iubare exorto, loculisque gravatus 

Repit ad Orbilii, testudine lentior, umbram. 

Mox iuvenis dominam petit, et fornacis ad instar 
Singultat, celebratque tuos, Lavinia, crines 
Flebilis. Inde autem miles, discordia miles 
Bella ciet, rutilamque gerens, ceu belua, barbam 
Omnigenos in vota deos vocat, inscius idem 
Ferre moras, gladioque avidus praestare pudorem. 
Te sequitur, te, vane decor, laudemque capessens 
Ipsas ille falas subit. Hine post bella togatus 
Praetor adest, satur altilium, teres atque rotundus. 


SUNT LACRIMAE RERUM. 


His exauditis, superi se quisque levabant 
Sublimesque in equis terrarum cuncta pererrant. 
Hue illue transversa ruunt, omnemque precantur 
Naturam properet Baldero flere perempto. 
Viventumque chori vitaque carentia flebant. 

Ac veluti sub fine hiemis, cum frigora tandem 
Diffugiunt, necdum ver incipit, aura Favoni 
Mollius aspirat laxatque e frigore terras, 

Haud mora, per silvas omnes labentis aquai 
Auditur sonitus, sparsumque sub arbore cernas 
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Under the trees is dibbled thick with holes, 

And from the boughs the snowloads shuffle down ; 
And in fields sloping to the south dark plots 

Of grass peep out amid surrounding snow, 

And widen, and the peasant’s heart is glad— 

So through the world was heard a dripping noise 
Of all things weeping to bring Balder back: 

And there fell joy upon the Gods to hear. 


MatrHew ARNOLD. 


IN MEMORIAM. 


Fair ship, that from the Italian shore 
Sailest the placid ocean-plains 
With my lost Arthur’s loved remains, 
Spread thy full wings, and waft him o’er. 


So draw him home to those that mourn 
In vain; a favourable speed 
Ruffle thy mirror’d mast, and lead 
Thro’ prosperous floods his holy urn. 


All night no ruder air perplex 
Thy sliding keel, till Phosphor, bright 
As our pure love, thro’ early light 
Shall glimmer on the dewy decks. 


Sphere all your lights around, above ; 
Sleep, gentle heavens, before the prow; 
Sleep, gentle winds, as he sleeps now, 

My friend, the brother of my love; 


My Arthur, whom I shall not see 
Till all my widow’d race be run; 
Dear as the mother to the son, 


More than my brothers are to me. 
TENNYSON. 
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Volnera crebra gelu et latas aperire lacunas: 

Ecce autem lapsa e ramis procumbit humi nix, 
Perque nivem, qua mollis ager prospectat ad austrum, 
Graminis aspicias viridem apparere colorem, 

Inque dies herbam gaudet crebrescere pastor ; 

Non aliter vox maesta virum per cuncta cucurrit 
Defientum, si forte deum si forte reducant: 

Atque his auditis mens est laetata deorum. 


NAVIS, QUAE TIBI CREDITUM ... 


Pulchra ratis, Latio quae litore missa reportas 
Reliquias cari terque quaterque viri, 

Sit tibi placati facilis trans aequora ponti 
Cursus, et o totos pande age, pande sinus. 

Nos lacrimis, fletu nos indulgemus inani; 
Tu desiderium fientibus adde suum. 

Flamine fracta tremat mali per caerula imago, 
Provehat et sacros aura secunda rogos. 

Aeolus aerato fera flabra coérceat antro, 
Dum matutina, Phosphore, luce mices ; 

Phosphore, nostrorum monumentum et pignus amorum, 
Luce tua navis, rore cadente, micet. 

At circum et supra faveat vis tota polorum ; 
Dormiat et caeli quicquid ubique nitet ; 

Dormiat et Zephyrus; Caurum sopor urgeat altus, 
Longa quies socium sopit et alta meum, 

Sopit et heu raptum non lumina nostra revisent, 
Ultima dum viduae stat prope meta viae. 

Huic studui, quantum non filius ipse parenti; 
Carior hic caris fratribus et propior. 
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THE DEATH OF NONE. 


What star could burn so low? not Ilion yet. 
What light was there? She rose and slowly down, 
By the long torrent’s ever-deepen’d roar, 

Paced, following, as in trance, the silent cry. 

She waked a bird of prey that scream’d and past ; 
She roused a snake that hissing writhed away ; 

A panther sprang across her path, she heard 

The shriek of some lost life among the pines, 
But when she gain’d the broader vale, and saw 
The ring of faces redden’d by the flames 
Enfolding that dark body which had lain 

Of old in her embrace, paused—and then ask’d 
Falteringly, ‘Who lies on yonder pyre?’ 

But every man was mute for reverence. 

Then moving quickly forward till the heat 

Smote on her brow, she lifted up a voice 

Of shrill command, ‘Who burns upon the pyre?’ 
Whereon their oldest and their boldest said, 

‘He, whom thou wouldst not heal!’ and all at once 
The morning light of happy marriage broke 

Thro’ all the clouded years of widowhood, 

And muffling up her comely head, and crying 
‘Husband!’ she leapt upon the funeral pile, 


And mixt herself with him and past in fire. 
TENNYSON. 
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NEC POSSUM TECUM VIVERE—NEC SINE ΤΕ. 


Stella tamen quae radat humum? neque enim Ilion ignis 
Ambit adhue. Nitor ille quid est? Sic orsa levat se 
Tardior, ac descendit: at increbrescere eunti 
Fluminis usque fragor longo ferventis in alveo. 

Ipsa velut somno tenuem cogente loquellam 
Prosequitur. Ruptis modo dira soporibus ales 

Cum stridore fugit, modo sibila praeterit anguis. 
Transiluit panthera viam. Tum clamor ad aures 
Pervenit, horrendaeque aliquo pereunte querellae. 
Iamque e pineto vallis loca nota patentis 

Ingreditur, densamque virum rutilante coronam 

Igne videt ; videt ora, nigro circumdata fumo, 

Illius, anteactis gremio quem foverat annis. 

Restitit hic: mox deinde ‘Pyrae quem traditis?’ hiscit. 
Nee plura: olli omnes muti formidine mussant. 

At trepido provecta gradu, flammaque decentes 

Icta genas, iterum regali haec intonat ore: 

‘Dicite, Dardanidae, quemnam permittitis igni?’ 
Tune aetate senex ac forti pectore praestans 

Rettulit ; ‘Hie ille est, quem tu periisse sinebas.’ 

Ac subito dulcem reminiscitur orba iuventam 

Kt tot per nimbos taedae illuxere iugales, 
Obnubitque caput vocemque hance insuper addit, 
‘Sponse, sequor!’ sic ipsa rogo pulcherrima iniquo 
Insiluit, flammisque suo se miscet in atris. 
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OTHELLO'S LAST SPEECH. 


Soft you; a word or two before you go. 

I have done the state some service, and they know ‘t ; 
No more of that. I pray you, in your letters, 

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me as I am; nothing extenuate, 

Nor set down aught in malice: then must you speak 
Of one that lov’d not wisely but too well; 

Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Perplex’d in the extreme; of one whose hand, 

Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away 

Richer than all his tribe; of one whose subdu’d eyes 
Albeit unused to the melting mood, 

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinal gum. Set you down this; 

And say besides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk 

Beat a Venetian and traduc’d the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 


And smote him thus. 
SHAKESPEARE. 
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Q @OANATE, ©ANATE... 


Dyes ἀλλὰ Bator’ πρὶν δ᾽ ἀποίχεσθαι πάλιν 
ἄκουε κἀμοῦ παῦρ᾽ ἔπη θροουμένου. 

ἀμ τ Le ue ies Be a Α , , 

ἣν nuk ὠφέλησα τὴν πόλιν ξυνών, 

a 797 , ᾽ oa 9 eg s , 
κἂν εἰδόσιν Ayers ay ἀλλ τω τὰ πρίν. 
γραφαῖσι δ᾽ εὖτ᾽ ἂν ταῦτ᾽ ἀναπτύξης πάθη, 
τά γ᾽ ὄντα γράψον. μὴ τὰ ,Φλαῦρ' εἴπης καλα, 
und αὖ μεγαίρων δεινὰ ᾿πυργώσης ἔπη. 
κἄπειτα λέξεις, aia εὖ φρονῶν μὲν οὗ 
ἄγαν δὲ τήνδ᾽ ey χως βραδὺς μὲν Ff 
φθονεῖν, φθονήσας ὃ ἐξεμαργώθην φρένα. 
εἶφ᾽ ὡς, ματαίων ἐν τρόποισι βαρβάρων, 
Ὑλῆνός τι κἀγὼ “τιμιώτερον μακρῷ 
ἢ πάνθ᾽ ὅσ᾽ ἐστὶ κτέανα τοῖς ἐμφυλίοις, 
εὑρὼν ἀπέρριψ᾽ αὐτὸς αὐτουργῷ χερί. 
δήλου δὲ καὶ τόδ᾽, ὡς ἐθηλύνθην παθών, 
κλαυθμῶν τ᾽ afOns πρόσθεν ὦν, ὅπως πάλιν͵ 
νῦν δάκρυα, δένδρον ὥσπερ ᾿Αραβικὸν χύσιν, 
3 4 , ΄“ Δ’ vd a 
ἀστακτὶ λείβω. ταῦθ᾽ ὅπως σαφηνιεῖς. 

lA > A ε ἢ ‘ 
τόδ᾽ av τελευτῶν: ὡς [Παλαιστίνην ποτὲ 

~ " ’ , , > ° , v4 
γῆν ἐμβατεύων βαρβαρόν τ᾽ ἰδών, ὅτε 
"EXAnv’ ἔπληξε πόλιν ἀτιμάσας ἐμήν, 
κεῖνον τραχήλου ξυλλαβὼν τὸν δυσσεβῆ 
οὕτως ἔπαισα καιρίαν πληγὴν ἐγώ. 
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LITANY OF THE CHURCH. 


God the Father, God the Son, 

God the Spirit, Three in One, 

Hear us from Thy heavenly Throne, 
Spare us, Holy Trinity. 


Jesu, with Thy Church abide, 

Be her Saviour, Lord, and Guide, 

While on earth her faith is tried: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


Arms of love around her throw, 

Shield her safe from every foe, 

Comfort her in time of woe: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


Keep her life and doctrine pure, 

Grant her patience to endure, 

Trusting in Thy promise sure: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


May her voice be ever clear, 
Warning of a judgment near, 
Telling of a Saviour dear: 

We beseech Thee, hear us. 


All her fettered powers release, 

Bid our strife and envy cease, 

Grant the heavenly gift of peace: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 
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AITAI. 


O Deus Omnipotens, O in Uno Trina coércens 

Numina, Qui Genitorque audis ac Filius idem 

Inclutus, ingentique idem Qui Spiritus ore, 

Exaudi, oramus, celsa de sede Tuorum 

Rite preces, et parce Tuae, Sanctissime, genti. 

Adsis, O Aeterne, favens, stabilemque Salutem, 

Gnate Deo, Te, Te adde Tuis, Dominumque Ducemque, 

Dum nos terra tenet, dum corda et facta probantur. 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, neve aspernare precantes. 

Nos pubemque Tuam patrio complexus amore 

Tuteris, Pater, ac, mulcens in rebus iniquis, 

Fac, quicunque instat, tuti asservemur ab hoste. 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, precibusque inflectere nostris. 

Sit sine labe fides, nullique obnoxia culpae 

Vita Tuis, nulloque minor discrimine virtus,— 

Auspice Te, Qui certa refers, Qui magna rependes. 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, neve aspernare precantes. 

Nil dubium lyra sacra sonet nunc dira minantum 

Supplicia admissis, nune, quanto Christus amore 

Servet alatque suos, plectro potiore canentum. 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, precibusque mflectere nostris. 

Quo ruimus? nos ira gravis, nos livida vexat 

Invidia; at pacem, munus caeleste, serenam, 

Da, Pater: abruptis solvantur robora vinclis. 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, neve aspernare precantes. 
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All that she has lost restore, 

May her strength and zeal be more 

Than in brightest days of yore: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


May she one in doctrine be, 

One in truth and charity, 

Winning all to faith in Thee: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


May she guide the poor and blind, 
Seek the lost until she find, 
And the broken-hearted bind: 

We beseech Thee, hear us. 


Save her love from growing cold, 

Make her watchmen strong and bold 

Fence her round, Thy peaceful fold: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


᾽ 


May her Priests Thy people feed, 

Shepherds of the flock indeed, 

Ready where Thou eall’st to lead: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


Judge her not for work undone, 

Judge her not for fields unwon, 

Bless her works in Thee begun: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


For the past give deeper shame, 

Make her jealous for Thy Name, 

Kindle zeal’s most holy flame: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 
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Volneribus gens laesa Tuast. Sine perdita rursus 
Obtineat. Subeatque animus, subeatque potestas, 
Quantam nec veterum laetissima protulit aetas. 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, precibusque inflectere nostris. 
Sit pietas, sit vera fides eadem omnibus una: 
Unum omnes animumque Deo moremque petendo 
Excipiamus: idem cuncti credantque colantque! 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, neve aspernare precantes. ᾿ 
Rerum inopi et caeco mites, Tua turba, ministri 
Subveniant, recta exquirant regione viai 
Errantem, ac desiderium solentur amarum. 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, precibusque inflectere nostris. 
Frigida ne nostro irrepant oblivia amori! 
Duremus! Tum custodes, manibusque parati 
Atque animis, placidae servent penetralia sedis. 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, neve aspernare precantes. 
At quotquot Tua sacra ferunt, quocunque vocaris, 
Deducant de more Tuos,—pastoris ad instar 
Integri, qui fontem ovibus, qui pabula, praebet, 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, precibusque inflectere nostris. 
‘Multa.infecta manent, multis sine honore duellis 
Adfuimus; ne Tu illa tamen, neu cassa morare 
Consilia, at coepto aspires, Dux Magne, labori. 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, neve aspernare precantes. 
Usque magis veterum pudeat, magis usque, malorum ! 
Acrius usque animos pietas sanctissima hebentes 
Accendat, cupideque Tuo studeamus honori! 
Exaudi, Omnipotens, precibusque inflectere nostris. 
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Raise her to her calling high, 

Let the nations far and nigh 

Hear Thy heralds’ warning cry : 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


May her lamp of truth be bright, 

Bid her bear aloft its light 

Through the realms of heathen night: 
We beseech Thee, hear us, 


May her scattered children be 

From reproach of evil free, 

Blameless witnesses for Thee: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


Arm her soldiers with the cross, 

Brave to suffer toil or loss, 

Counting earthly gain but dross: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


May she holy triumphs win, 
Overthrow the hosts of sin, 
Gather all the nations in: 

We beseech Thee, hear us. 


May she soon all glorious be, 

Spotless and from wrinkle free, 

Pure, and bright, and worthy Thee: 
We beseech Thee, hear us. 


Fit her all Thy joy to share 
In the home Thou dost prepare, 
And be ever blesséd there: 

We beseech Thee, hear us. 


- TT. B. Pottock. 
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Altum opus explendumst! Nunquam inferiora sequamur 
Auspicia. Humanae nullo discrimine gentes 
Ediscant monitae Teque et Tua iussa vereri. 

Exaudi, Omnipotens, neve aspernare precantes. 
Obscurat, ceu nox caelum, 516 caeca patentes 
Religio populos: illis, ut lampada, vates 
Virtutem exhibeant veram lucemque perennem. 

Exaudi, Omnipotens, precibusque inflectere nostris. 
Dispersum nosmet numerum ne noxia foedet 
Culpa nota, neve immeritos mala lingua lacessat ! 
Usque Tuos sine testemur, manus integra, honores! 

Exaudi, Omnipotens, neve aspernare precantes. 

Pro clipeo crux ista Tuis proque ense gerendast. 
Hac fretis variasque vices durosque labores 
Ferre datumst. Sordent gazae, contemnitur aurum. 

Exaudi, Omnipotens, precibusque inflectere nostris. 
O fortunati, sacros reparare triumphos 
Si licet, ac cunctas ad Te et Tua munera gentes 
Cogere, si scelerum furias atque arma domare! 

Exaudi, Omnipotens, neve aspernare precantes. 

Mox populi sine labe Tui, sine sorde, nitescant,— 
Intemerata cohors, Te non indigna Tuisque 
Apta ministeriis,—tota Te mente secuti. 

Exaudi, Omnipotens, precibusque inflectere nostris. 
Sic propriam erudias pubem Pater: inde beatam 
Participet Tecum vitam, domibusque recepta 
Laeta Tuis pace aeterna per saecla fruatur. 

Exaudi, Omnipotens, neve aspernare precantes. 


REQUIEM. 


Under the wide and starry sky 

Dig the grave and let me lie. 

Glad did I live and gladly die, 

And I laid me down with a will. 
This be the verse you grave for me: 
Here he lies where he longed to be; 
Home is the sailor, home from sea, 


And the hunter home from the hill. 
R. L. Srevenson. 
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OPERUM SOLUTUS. 


Sub Iove, sub stellis iaceam tumulatus apertis ; 
Ambiat exiguum largior aura rogum. 

Vivere dulce fuit, dulce est deponere vitam, 
Non invita trahor victima ad exsequias. 

Adde etiam titulum tumulo. Pia musa iacentem 
Optato memoret procubuisse toro. 

Nune iuga venator linquit repetitque penates: 
Nauta pererratis nunc requiescit aquis. 
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ELOGIA. 
On X.Y.Z., ‘Found Drowned’ in the Avon. 


‘Mitis inoffensas ubi pandit Avonius undas 
Deferor, optatum nec negat 1116 torum. 

Hie fesso requies; errorum hic terminus esto !’ 
Annuit, inque suum Mors trahit hospitium. 


In piam memoriam felis canisque. 


Occidit immiti felis dulcissima fato ; 
THomaAssina, pia concelebranda lyra ; 

Occidit, inque brevi dormit secura sepulcro,, 
Non indicta tamen nec sine honore cubet! 

Glauca coma angustumque latus, penitusque, Properti, 
Par tibi, sic ‘toto corpore nulla’ fuit. 

At vegeti vigilesque oculi, at mollissima tactu 
Colla; nee in terris blandior exstiterat. 

Non, velut ante, levi saltu per aperta fenestrae 
Claustra venit; mensam non, velut ante, subit, 

Muta, sed oranti similis similisque roganti, 
Num forte adveniat quae struit hora dapes. 

Nunc ultro sub sole novo tibi larga paretur 
Cena, nec immeritam Cerberus ore petat. 

Tu quoque, FLora, iaces; nec erat qui fracta levare 
Crura manu medica sciret et arte pia. 

Ast olim (meministis enim) sub vespere dulci 
Vos comites lasso, vosque fuistis amor. 

Has igitur lacrimas, haec qualiacunque dicavi, 
THomassina, tibi carmina, Fiora, tibi. 

Corpora Terra sinu placido mitissima servat ; 
Ast ipsae campos carpitis Elysios, 
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